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Great Expectations.....Q 

Naked City 


► LaUReen Hobus investigates CNN in The 
Webs; Celia Brady on Columb —Sony Pictures in The Industry; Fred Goodman on 
the cash Hows of Michael and Madonna in Music; and J. J. HUNSECKER on the editors" summer 
sojourns in The ... 0 


► Humphrey Greddon looks at squares in Review of 
Reviewers; Ann Hodgman leads lambs to the slaughter in Eating; and Roy Blount 
Jr. considers William RchnquisCs career as a circus clown in the Un-British Cross- 

0 


Oval Office Diary 

► George Bush ogles Chynna Phillips and longs for horseshoes 
George Kalogerakls redacts ............. ^ 
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Ah, Wildensteins! 

► Nazis! Charles and Di! Rembrandts! Private jets! Strange pets! 
Not a Bond movie—the real-life story of the world s most powerful art 
dealers. NapACK —-JONATHAN NapaCK— reports...^ 

SPV Comics: The Kennedy Babies 

► Move over, Muppet Babies, look out. Care Bears—here comes a 
new collection of rambunctious cuddlies! See Baby Caroline, Baby Arnold and the 
other Kennedy Babies help Baby Teddy get out of a scrape. Written by Bruce 
Handy and illustrated by Rurik Tyler........ 


Columns 


► D. Trump, as classy as ever. C. Everett 
Koop, potty-mouth. Roseanne gets a few things off her chest. Larry King and Paul Tsongas 
meet the press, each in his fashion. The Francofication of America s heartland. Regarding 
Henry, Henry, Henry and Henry. A SPY exclusive: Ask the Nobelists! Plus: would vegetarians 
kill yew?.,,..*......*.... 

Party Poop 

Jay Leno photographed by Chris 
Callis. Grooming by Clare 
Lithtcflberger for La Coupe. 


THE COVER 


Features 


The Bride Wore Leather 

► Jack Nicholson picked her up after class, Fluey Newton was eager to be 
photographed while she fellared him, and Robert Mapplethorpe made her a star. 
JOHN Lombardi chronicles the life and times of Lisa Lyon, the wild body¬ 
builder—cover girl—broadcaster— New Ager—druggie—survivor ......... 


the spy too 

► Our fifth annual ranking of the 100 most annoying, alarming and 
appalling people, places and things of the year—plus, an all-new supplement of user-friend¬ 
ly, 1991-in-a-nutshell appendices!..... 
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Great Expectations 
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OCTOBER REVOLUTIONS, OCTOBER 5UR- 
PRISES-THE PHRASES COME FROM POLITICS, 
NOT BASEBALL. IN POLITICS, OR SOVIET POL- 
itics anyhow, there seems to be endless potential for surprises. 
In baseball, surprise comebacks occur in September at the very 
latest. And in New York baseball, surprise comebacks evi¬ 
dently don’t occur The current season became moot in mid- 
August, all at once: it was 
probably a coincidence, but 
just as the Mets finally 
achieved some consistency, 
losing a steady four out of 
every five games they played, 
the Yankees management 
started abusing Don Mat¬ 
tingly, their best player, for 




ocMier surprise: 


having slightly longish hair. (So apparently it is possible to 
channel the spirits of people who are merely career-dead , at 
least in the case of George Steinbrenner.) At press time, the 
Yankees were 1014 games out of first place, the Mets 1214 
games out, t \ But even in defeat—maybe especially in defeat— 


% 


ballplayers deliver assessments of themselves and their associ¬ 
ates that redeem the game s tiresome reputation as the think¬ 
ing mans sport. "I’m overwhelmed by the pettiness of it," 
Mattingly said of the Yankees’ order to cut his hair. "It’s been 
incredible," said Frank Viola of the Mets, to watch the team 
as a whole disintegrate.” 41 Embarrassed is the perfect word for 
the way we should all feel," said his teammate Dave Magadan. 
“It's past being frustrated, past being disappointed, "ff* It'S 
been incredible to watch the Soviet Union as a whole disinte¬ 
grate, Deputy prime minister Vladimir Shcherbakov, the cen¬ 
tral-planning chief in charge of undoing central planning, was 
faintly amused by his mission even before the coup and conn- 
tercoup, “1 see the ironies, of course,” he said. In fact, the 
charming thing about Soviet liberals is that even amid the 
chaos, they see ironies everywhere. “The great irony of this 

OCTOBER t#i spy * 
























coup/' said Sergei Tarasenko, one of 
the anti-Com munis t reformers, “is 
the fact that those people who de¬ 
moted Gorbachev are his friends/" 
At press time, the ironists were in 
first place, the Communists several 
games out. 

One might have thought that 
with Communism shriveling, 
American Republicans would lose 
their raison d'etre and, just possibly, 
their will to Jive. No, no, no; it hits 
been the Democrats 
who have come to 
seem like a silly 
third party, quaint 
but irrelevant. 

{Embarrassed is die 
perfect word,) 

"This is no 
longer an enter¬ 
taining situation/' 
said Democratic 
congressman Robert Torricelli about 
the pathetic but also highly enter¬ 
taining absence of meaningful 
Democratic presidential candidates. 
"This is becoming a serious prob¬ 
lem/" Dick Gephardt, the Stepford 
Democrat, is afraid to run. So is Jay 
Rockefeller, the Democrat trapped in 

a Republicans body (he combines 
Pete du Pont s funky common touch 
with Walter Mondales eagerness for 
new ideas). So is chronically unripe 
Al Gore. The only people unafraid to 
run seem more like high school so¬ 
cial-studies teachers (Harkin, Tson- 
gas) or middle-market TV-news an¬ 
chormen (Clinton) than like prcsi- 
dents-to-be. The available Democrats 
look like such losers that the clearest 
expression of the anti-Bush critique— 
“I think they’ve come upon a theme; 
Go after the president on no domes¬ 
tic policy '—comes from George 
Bush himself, dismissive, insouciant, 
unworried. (Its been incredible to 
watch the party as a whole disinte¬ 
grate. Em fat trussed really is the perfect 
word for the way we should feel.) 

Bush is so confident these days, 
he doesn't even feel obliged to hold 
up the kinder-gentler scrim when it 
comes to his own wife. Hey, Mr. 
President—how was it playing golf 
in Kcnnebunkporr with that white- 
haired lady who bore your children? 


"She stunk/ Bush said. (We re over¬ 
whelmed by the pettiness.) 

When Bush was asked recently if 
William Casey might have, as Rea¬ 
gan's campaign manager, made a 
hostage deal with Tehran, he spoke 
of the late CIA director as if he were 
still alive—say, in a secret teak-pan¬ 
eled bunker somewhere out at Lang¬ 
ley. I have no knowledge of what 
Casey can do,” Bush said. Yikes, Er, 
uh, “Or did do/' he quickly added. 

It was proba bl y 
just a coincidence, 
but someone the 
Times described as 
a longtime associ¬ 
ate and friend of 
Casey s recently 
said, “Bill is the 
kind of guy who 
reads everything 
he can get his 
hands on/’ Yikes. Er, uh, "I mean. 
Bill was the kind of guy/' William 
Casey: the Beltway Elvis. 

Casey and Elvis must have—that 
is, would have—hktd Desert Storm. 
Now that the final bills are in, it 
turns out the war cost us $15 bil¬ 
lion. The Office of Management and 
Budget expects cash contributions 
from foreign governments to total 
$48 billion by the end of the year. 
The bottom line; six weeks of com¬ 
bat, a $33 billion profit, Are you 
thinking what we're thinking? Get a 
few more of these limited-run, high- 
margin, foreign-sponsored wars 
going and the budget deficit is over. 

Two days of Desert Storm profits, 
for instance, would cover a year of 
U.S. Postal Service losses. Not that 
the Postal Service isn't trying to turn 
itself into a hustling, can-do profit 
center. This fall it is issuing not one 
but five special Abbott and Costello 
com memoratives, timed to coincide 
with MGA/Univcrsals release of two 
Abbott and Costello home videos. 
(Embarrassed is the perfect word.) 

Its incredible to watch Wail 
Street as a whole disintegrate, but 
didn't anyone tell Salomon Brothers 
about the 1990s? Memo to former 
chairman John Gurfreund; Greed is 
bad . (But who can blame him for 
buying up government bonds when 


the government is earning 220 per¬ 
cent margins on six-week wars?) 

Bret Easton Ellis’s best-known 
proragonist“the serial killer, not 
the Bennington weenie—was a Wall 
Street investment banker. Ellis—the 
Bennington weenie, not the First 
Amendment martyr—is one eight¬ 
ies guy trying to adapt to the new 
decade. He said recently that Knopf 
editor in chief Sonny Mehta is “the 
best sort of editor." Sheer n deness; 
very now. But then the novelist re¬ 
vealed liis pre-nineties self: "He lets 
the writer do whatever he wants. 
Plus, he’s very cook He's a hepcat/ 
Le mot juste/ Embarrassed. 

Ellis—the feckless glamour addict, 
not the fin de siecle artiste—spends a 
lor of his celebrity quality time 
hanging out with the Julia Phil¬ 
lipses of the world. Phillips—the fin 
de siecle artiste, not the depressing 
burnout—is now writing a novel 
about a talking dog with a drug 
problem. And it’s probably just a co¬ 
incidence, bur Joe Eszterhas, the $3- 
mtllion Basic Instinct screenwriter, is 
reportedly at work on a movie about 
a U.S. president who has sex with a 
cow—a cow who, in the sequel, could 
learn to talk and freebase, Embarrassed. 

But it generally takes large cor¬ 
porations to really get us past being 
disappointed, past frustrated. After 
two Wall Street Journal stories sug¬ 
gested that Procter & Gamble 
would sell off unprofitable divi¬ 
sions, the company asked Cincin¬ 
nati Bell to give it all rhe phone 
num be rs of all the people who d 
called rhe home or office of t he Jour¬ 
nal reporter for the previous three 
months. (That P&G-Saran thing 
may now bear some re investiga¬ 
tion.) Of course, the phone compa¬ 
ny, being a phone company, was 
happy to oblige. And, unfortunate¬ 
ly, we re short on Boris Yeltsins 
willing to resist the totalitarian tide. 

"I'm overwhelmed by the petti¬ 
ness of it/' Don Mattingly said. Ex - 
attly. 'A lot of things bothered me/' 
he said, explaining why he'd asked 
to be traded. Precisely Tve kept my 
mouth shut about most of them." 
Ub-huh, “If 1 talked about them, J 
would really go off. ” Us too. Jf 
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Contributors 


John Lombardi says 
his controversial arti¬ 
cles for various maga¬ 
zines have provoked, 
among other things, 
the fall of Walter Yet- 
nikoff, rhe installation of a protec¬ 
tive wall inside Esquire and a nomi¬ 
nation for a National Magazine 
Award. In this issue he writes about 
rhe bodybuilder turned ul era bo¬ 
hemian Lisa Lyon. 



Jonathan Napack once 
harbored hopes for a 
curatorial career but 
was put off, he says, 
by how 1 pretentious 
and humorless’' the 
art-history world is, and by the res¬ 
piratory implications of a pack-a-day 
Ciauloiscs Blondes habit, So he set 
his sights on writing, and in this 
issue he profiles the art world s pre¬ 
tentious and humorless—and strange 
and powerful and rich-beyond-imag¬ 
ining—WUdenstein family. 




its a work in prog¬ 
ress,’’ contributing 
editor Harry Shearer 

says of his extensive 
collection, partially 
documented in this 


issue, of ohjets prefixed with the 
word h r Shearers other ongoing 
projects include writing a weekly 
column for the Los Angeles Times t 
supplying voices for various charac¬ 
ters on The Simpsons and hosting a 
nationally syndicated radio show 
called, naturally, Le Show, 


Cartoonist Rurik 
Tyler* whose work ap¬ 
pears regularly in 
Marvel Comics and 
Cracked magazine, 
was well prepared to 
draw members of the Kennedy clan 
for this month's ' Kennedy Babies” 
comic book. He explains, ' f used to 
do a Halloween comic called Lunatic 
Binged Taylor also designs Match¬ 
box toys; his most recent creation is 
the Monster in My Pocket line. J 



SCOTT'S HOT! 




"KEEP THIS LOVE ALIVE" 



A mix of vocal and instrumental recordings, featuring premier 
saxophonist Tom Scott and some extraordinary vocalists: Bill 
Champlain of Chicago, David Pack of Ambrosia 
with guest performances by Brenda Russell and Diane Schuur. 

Scott's hot with/'Keep This Love Alive'/ 

Available on 
GRP compact Disc. 

□nd HQ Cassette 
OJ991 GRP Records 
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From the SPY Mailroom 



Anything —even this otherwise 
pointless sentence-to keep from 
starting a column with some reader's 
name, Mike Farr of Manhattan 
writes, “Henry Kissinger is the only 
non-show-business celebrity whose 
residence (River House) is pointed out 
by the guide on the Circle Line tour. 
What does spy make of this?" Well, 
that Mike Farr of Manhattan has 
recently taken the Circle Line tour. 

To those who accuse us of living 
for the Sima J. Bravers of the world 
and for the Sima J. Bravers alone, we 
plead guilty, guilty, guilty. Mrs. 
Braver, of Philadelphia, was a brand- 
new subscriber to spy (and had 
evidently never seen the magazine) 
when she wrote to us, at length and 
in great detail, about “two very 
diverse issues concerning the general 
public throughout the nation": “I 
[am] under the impression your 
magazine would not hesitate to 
express concern on issues that affect 
the rights of the unborn and the 
newborn. Also, anyone who is misled 
into believing they are purchasing 
first-quality trademark dinnerware 
needs vital information to make an 
informed purchase." Hear, hear! 

The Society of Manufacturing 
Engineers has sent a letter addressed 
to “Mel Mandell, Editor, spy 
Magazine." Mel Mandell? Uh-ob. 

Ooes the Society of Manufacturing 
Engineers know something we don't 
know? But hang on: Mandell. Mandell 
must be the guy who was editor of 
spy for a brief period in the late 
fifties—and who is best remembered 
for his disastrous attempt to move 
the magazine away from satire and 
reposition it as both an advocate of 
newborns’ rights and the sworn 
enemy of all those who would pass 
counterfeit dinner plates off as real. 

P. King of Toronto, “on a recent 
trip to Borneo,“ came across a 
magazine called Pertiwi, published * 
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Your "Children of a Lesser Bob" fam¬ 
ily tree [August} could have gone on 
forever, Here are a few more Enig¬ 
matic Singer-Song writers Who Can't 
Sing who are lucky Dylan led the 
way; Leonard Cohen, Joe Cocker, 
Rod Stewart, Captain Beefheart, 
Leon Russell, Iggy Pop, Mark 
Knopfier, Frank Zappa, Tim Hardin, 
Leon Redbone, Stevie Nicks, 
Madonna, David Bowie, Marianne 
Faithful!, Linda McCartney, Yoko 
Ono (the last two are Enigmatic 
Wives Who Can't Sing). 

Marion Holmes 

New York 


Norman, is mat Ton? 

I was dismayed to see you sink to the 
level of used-car salesmen in your 
Contents blurb for ' The Free-failin' 
Bob Dylan [by Joe Queenan, Au-* 
gust]. Far from "poking fun" at 
Bruce Springsteen, Dylan merely 
said that when Bruce’s fans sing 
along, it sounds nice, bur that he 
(Dylan) doesn't encourage it at his 
own concerts. This cook all of one 
sentence in the article! 

On the ocher hand, the Norman 
Mailer parody articles ["Coming 
Soon to a Newsstand Near You: A 
Special SPY Parody Pack,’’ August] 
were the funniest thing you have 
done in several issues, especially the 
Wenner piece. (Parodying Jann 
Wenner is like taking candy from a 
baby—easy and gratifying.) 

Paul Boisvert 
Chicago , Illinois 


Mickey Mouse fused 

1 read all about the "Eisnerizing" of 
America [ ’When Disney Ran Amer¬ 
ica/' by Jamie Malanowski, June} 
only days before a major announce¬ 


ment in Cincinnati. The Downtown 
Progress Committee has been set up 
to supervise downtown development, 
and one of its 18 members is Reggie 
Whitehead, marketing director for 
Kings Island, an area amusement 
park that features Hanna-Barbera 
characters. Another member is S. j. 
Harris, the president of the Acme 
Wrecking Company! Will they soon 
be taking the Acme wrecking ball to 
the federal courthouse and post office 
and replacing them with a water ride 
featuring Huckleberry Hound and 
Fred and Barney? Will we finally get 
the multicolored gondola tram ride 
some of our city leaders proposed in 
all seriousness some years back? 

Sally Moore 

Cincinnati , Ohio 


Ml MU. SPY... 

In the June Times column [by J. J. 
Hunsecker] you wrote that the Times 
sports section was once of the same 
quality "as chat of, oh, say, the Chat¬ 
tanooga News-Free Press/' Now, J.J., 
I’ve never heard of you, either, but 
the bottom Line is, we put out a 
newspaper for Chatranoogans that 
they enjoy very much. Our sports 
section may be hokey to some peo¬ 
ple, since we cover girls’ softball and 
local golf tournaments with great 
glee, but it sells here, and everybody 
seems pretty happy about that. 

If ever you are down this way, 
we'd love to take you to a softball 
game, where you’d get real hungry 
and real hot. Then we'd roll out to a 
slow-speaking place where there is 
real cold beer and barbecued ribs and 
potato salad and more beer. 

Roy Exum 

Executive sports editor .; The 
Chattanoog a News-Free Press 
Chattanooga, Tennessee 
Mr Humeeker satd through a spokesper¬ 
son that he only used The Chattanooga 
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u’re half right. 


“Hilarious? Everybody will 
be talking about it at the 
water cooler this Fall.” 

— N Y. Newsday 


Teri Garr 


of “Soap” and “Golden Girls” 

tember 25 10:30/9:30 Central 
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m Djakarta and featuring its own 
“Separated at BirthT'Mype section. 
We agree, P» King, that the Michael 
Jackson-Jackie Onassis pairing is the 
best of the four. But no T we don’t 
think we Ml take legal action, at least 
not until we find out for certain 
whether li lnitah delapan a rang yang 
awet muda berikut rahasianya" really 
does mean “Separated at Birth?” {Our 
Indonesian is a little rusty; we can 
order in restaurants, but they bring us 
towels instead of food.) 

U I would take it as a personal 
favor/ 1 writes David S. Shukan from 
Marina Del Bey, “if you would please 
inform Ms. Susan Kaufmann of 
Union, New Jersey, that 1 am indeed 
the same David S, Shukan,,.she 
hasn't seen since a homecoming game 
at our old high school [From the SPY 
Mailroom, April], How many of us 
does she think there are, anyway? I 
would also appreciate your mentioning 
in your magazine that she is invited to 
my wedding to Ms. Joanne Novak in 
May 1992, It will save me the cost 
and trouble of sending her a personal 
invitation. If you can attend, Susan, 
please RSVP via this column before 
December 1991. And waif till I tell 
you who I met at the University of 
Texas.” This has probably gone tar 
enough. The money Shukan has just 
saved in postage will put him in a 
better positron to fork over the 
$334.45 he now owes us for the 
preceding personal classified message 
(our standard rate is $25 per line, 
each line consisting of 45 characters 
and word spaces; Shukan might have 
saved himself a few pennies if he 
hadn't insisted on using his middle 
initial). 

This from a reader in Lake Charles, 
Louisiana; “PLEASE DO NOT THINK 
ME A SHAMELESS HUSSY. I HAVE 
A small FAVOR TO ASK OF YOU. IN 
YOUR APRIL ISSUE [Party Poop) 
PAUL SIMON IS PICTURED 
ENJOYING HIMSELF AT A NEW 
YORK CITY BALLET PARTY: I am a 
faithful reader, BUT SOMEHOW THE 
FACT THAT YOUR PHOTOGRAPHERS 
HOBNOB WITH SUCH ELITE 
ELUDED ME .,A WOULD LIKE 
SOMEONE AT SPY TO SUP SIMON 
MY NUMBER, MY NAME OR MY » 


MEASUREMENTS..,/' But Carol 
Chaney's measurements, alas, are 
neither included nor deducibte from 
the Xeroxed photo she has sent us. 
Furthermore, although it's true our 
photographers hobnob with such elite, 
we prefer to stay home at night and 
align our issues of Grant a with the 
exact edge of the bookshelf. What to 
do? Can we slip you Simon's 
measurements instead? He is five foot 
five but is said to appear much closer 
to five foot six in person. And in the 
manner of David S. Shukan, he can 
reach you through us. 

Not all the mail is non- 

Halbfinger-related. 

“Just want you to know that 
everyone at the Times-Ptcayune didn’t 
enjoy the famed Halbfinger/’ writes 
an anonymous former colleague of 
David’s in New Orleans, “He was an 
annoyingly pushy little pest. 
Something he obviously Hasn't grown 
out of. But time tan improve almost 
anyone, right?” 

And we have received this 
declaration: “A casual reader of spy 
like myself might conclude from a 
peek into the SPY Mailroom in your 
June issue that spy readers are made 
up almost entirely of members of the 
Halbfinger family. Happily for 
circulation, we are everywhere. I too 
am a Halbfinger—one who has been 
silenced too long by those humorless 
windbags (Mom, Andrea S. and 
brother David MJ...J understand 
through the family news chain that at 
least one non-Halbfingerian has been 
taking our family name in vain in your 
magazine. My father, the Halbfinger 
attorney, Martin William Halbfinger, 
J.D, Columbia '62, will subpoena this 
pseudo-Halbfinger to the wall, if you 
can track him down/' This comes 
from a Gannett staff writer named 
Caren Halbfinger, who encloses a 
business card as proof of her 
Halbfingerness. The card wasn't 
necessary; when it comes to 
Halbfinger detection, we are 
persuaded by degrees, and the 
second-litflest Halbfinger knowingly 
appended to her name all the 
proof we’d ever need: “Bennington 
College ’85/' 


News-Free Press because it sounded 
funny. But now that he has seen a copy of 
the paper and realizes what an important 
journal it is. he is considering dropping 
his coverage of the Times in favor of a 
regular monthly column on the News- 
Free Press. 



The use of thallium nitrate as an in¬ 
strument of homicide is really be¬ 
neath Mensa standards [Great Expec¬ 
tations, May], SF 6847, phenylsila- 
trane (admittedly, also rat poison) nr 
oleander tea would give forensic 
chemises an all but impossible task, 
Alan M Schwartz 
A I ensa M ember No. 1063 3 60 
l nine. California 

We did a whole feature on you people 
(March 1988) and never realized till 
now that you were numbered . And now 
we understand why you are, 

A paragraph in May's Great Expecta¬ 
tions column nearly gave me a coro¬ 
nary! Equating such acts as murder 
and dismemberment with smoking 
pot is the worst yellow' journalism 
since the Hearst tabloids and the 
“Reefer Madness f scare of the 1930s 
and ‘40s. You are the ballsiest jour¬ 
nalistic eliorc of this era, and yet you 
allow your readership to believe 
being a "marijuana buiT’ automati¬ 
cally makes a person a socio-/psycho- 
parhic murderer. Pot's pacifying 
effects probably kept this Daniel 
Rakowitz character from wiping out 
a Burger King full of kids, or blow- 
ing up a city block. 

Ross Rosen tret er 
Boston, Massachusetts 
Please read the offending paragraph 
again. We simply considered it curious 
that a man standing trial for anything 
would express to his jury the desire to 
share a joint with them. Now, if you 
think we re going to speculate on why 
your reading of that paragraph was a bit 
paranoid ... well, forget it. 



As a point of reference, a female 
moose is a cow, not a doe {‘ Vanity, 
Thy Name Is Jaguar; Orion's Fellow 
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AVAILABLE AT FILA BOUTIQUES, SELECT MACY'S AND ZALES i FINE STORES WORLDWIDE 


ELDO 

RADO 

PETIT 


Catalan cuisine in the true spirit of Barcelona 

Lunch Tapas Pre-Theater Prix Fixe Dinner 

Eldorado Petit 
47 West 55th Street 
(between 5th & 6th Avenues) 

New York 

for reservations 
212/586 4260 

Private rooms and parties 


Finally, at least Halbfingerwise, we 
think we can assure Janna Harris* of 
Mission Viejo, California, that the 
man you identify as “Fingerhut” and 
claim has been persecuting you for 17 
years is almost certainly not a 
Halbfinger. Frankly, you sound a little 
hysterical to us. 

Products Comer: The Pfizer 

people have written us. "Because of 
your position in reporting on health 
matters, you have no doubt heard 
about Plax Pre-Brushing Dental Rinse. 
Despite the news that Plax has 
generated, you may not have had an 
opportunity to try it.” Well, that 
explains the sample bottle. And 
maybe if the LA. reader who called 
asking how to get hold of an Amtel 
headset-screen phone system 
mentioned by Celia Brady (The 
Industry, June) is patient, Amtel will 
send her one. Because of her position 
in reporting on personal 
telecommunications matters. 

Message to Jane Holaling of 
Dayton: We appreciate the fact that 
you “hesitated” before sending along 
that nubbin reference- Your first 
reason for hesitating (“New spy 
look—maybe nubbins are even more 
passe than before!”) was in fact the 
most legitimate one. 

Disney already is running 

America (“When Disney Ran 
America,” by Jamie Malanowski, 
June}! Wyoming senator Malcolm 
Wallop recently added to a 
transportation bill an amendment that 
would authorize $300,000 for a study 
of the “environmental soundness and 
potential costs 1 ’ of monorails, 
magnetic-levitation trains and air 
trains in several national parks. A 
Wallop aide was even quoted in The 
Washington Post as saying that 
Disney World is “certainly one 
instance where somebody's taken a 
contraption and figured out a way to 
move all sorts of people very 
efficiently through a very crowded 
area.” (Thanks to Pam MtElwee of 
Lawrence, Kansas, and R. Paul Skoda 
of Williamsburg, Virginia, for the 
clippings.) 

Possibly Wallop was inspired by ► 
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Practitioners of the Prestige-vs,- 
Profit 1 Vade-offV" May], You did get 
it correct by saying bull moose, how¬ 
ever, Just thought you’d like to 
know. Interesting magazine you 
have, 1 might add. Not as good as 
Field & Stream, though. 

Jeffrey L Frischkorn 
Willoughby, Ohio 

Since I began my subscription to SPY, 
1 have suddenly become very popular 
with other publications and/or causes 
soliciting my support. An abridged 
list of who gained a newfound re¬ 
spect lor me, and my money; Vine 
Reader t Quality Paperback Book 
Club, Premierei Film , Playboy, Pent¬ 
house, The New Republic y Amnesty In¬ 
ternational, ACLU, J, Crew and The 
Economist. 

The purchasers of your subscrip¬ 
tion list seem to believe your readers 
to be eastern-establishment limou¬ 
sine liberals with politically correct, 
do-gooding, sexually deviant tenden¬ 
cies, who also have the time and 
money to visit fashionable beach re¬ 
sorts and wallow away their days 


reading last years best-sellers. Please 
inform them that I am not now, nor 
have I ever been, Ted Kennedy. 
Charles E. Hooper 
Los A ngeles, California 

David Geffen, "an admitted bisexu¬ 
al... ’’ [Who's the Biggest Man in 
Hollywood?,’' by Fred Goodman, 
April]. An admitted bisexual? One 
does not admit one’s non heterosexual¬ 
ity as one admits to a felony or a mis¬ 
take. "Geffen, openly bisexual 11 
would have avoided the negative 
connotation. Great gains could be 
made if all homosexuals were honest 
about their sexuality* 

Name withheld 
Los Angeles, California 
Your point is well taken: we should have 
said something like “openly bisexual." 
Bui about your last sentence: what's so 
honest about withholding your name? 

Your usually consistent editorial 
characterizations suffered a small 
glitch in June when Hum ph rey 
Greddon sniped about "the omni¬ 
scient tone and pedantry of The 


Economist [that] certainly must im¬ 
press the insecure American cousins 
in its readership" [Review of Review¬ 
ers]. In April, senior editor James 
Collins praised The Economist as a 
'Living Avatar of Common Sense" 
["What Could We Have Been 
Thinking? ']. J imagine that, being 
much farther up the masthead than 
rank-and-file contributor Greddon, 
Collins has ordered Humphrey cast 
out. Unless, of course, he's just too 
insecure to do so. 

Steven E. Webster 

Chicago , Illinois 

IPs worse than you think: Alt Greddon 
and Mr. Collins are not on speaking 
terms. In any event , SPY ts the sort of 
magazine that can accommodate many, 
many points of view regarding The 
Economist. 

I must strongly object to the "car¬ 
toon" accompanying the June Date- 
book and the reference to Kate Smith 
as "dirigible-esque. For 50 years, 
Kate bore the slings and arrows of 
ridicule about her weight with a 
stately dignity, Kate recorded 3,000 



While her vocal talents cannot be confined to any one 
style, it’s fair to say that k.d. lang, with her extraordinary 
voice and revolutionary approach, is creating timeless 
music that transcends all borders, "Harvest of Seven 
Years (Cropped and Chronicled)" features never- 
bcforc-available live performances and 
videos, plus candid moments at home 
with k.d. lang. This collection also 
features the pteviously-unreleased 
' Barefoot" video from Percy Adlon's latest 
flim/'Salmonberries," ‘Turn Me Round" 
from the closing ceremonies of the L988 Winter Olympics 
and a show-scopping version of "Crying," sung in tribute 
to the late Roy Orbison at the Songwriters' Hall of Fame. 



AVAILABLE ON WARNER REPRISE VIDEO, 
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Roy Blount, Jr. 

shatters those tired old camel 
stereotypes forever 

An intimate encounter with an overeager deer.., 
the secrets of professional synchronized 
swimmers... and camels. With Roy Blount, Jr, 
you go on faith—and go- on laughing, 

Camels 
Are Easy, 

Comedy’s 
Hard 

The hilarious new collection 
of essays and Spy crossword 
puzzles from "Americas 
foremost humorist." 

- CSiCOtJO TVrfaurfe' 


By the author of First Hubby, 
now in paperback. 


At bookstores nqw 

VILLARD BOOKS 

A Division oi Rjridorn House, Inc. 



CAFE 



THE PHIJM 
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DINNER 

5:30 - 12:30 

WEEKENDS UNTIL 1:30 
■SUNDAY 6;«0 * 11:30 


BRUNCH 

SUNDAY I LOCI - 3:00 


PRIX FIXE DINNER MENU 
N l(illl‘LY 5:30- 6:30 
SUNDAY £:0d-6:3ll 

also available after ieoo 


songs (more than any other artist) 
and received more than 50 mil lion 
fan letters over her career. I appreci¬ 
ate the fact that spy promoted the 
Kate Smith Convention, and I hope 
you do so again next year. I will, 
however, send you a dignified photo¬ 
graph to use; you can save the satiri¬ 
cal artwork for another time, 

Charles D'lmpem 
Vice president, Kate Smith! God 
Bless America Foundation 
West Oneanta, Neu> York 
Year after next? 

1 thought you might be interested in 
an anecdote concerning Philip John¬ 
son's Crescent center, in Dallas 
["Master Philip and the Boys," by 
John Brodie, May]. The scale model 
for this project was given to the Uni¬ 
versity of Texas. At a cost of 
£500,000, it was a marvel of injec¬ 
tion-molded plastic. It was quite 
large and apparently in the way of 
other exhibitable/storable stuff, for it 
was soon given to the School of Ar¬ 
chitecture to do with as they saw fit. 
Last year two of my professors decid¬ 
ed to do something with the model. 
We stepped on it, dropped it from 
the roof, melted it and, in the end, 
reduced it to an unrecognizable pile 
of plastic. We had fun. And it was no 
longer the garish shell of Mr, John¬ 
son s creative energy, 

Paul C.N, Mellblom 
Austin, Texas 

Here are some lovely 'What's in a 
Name?" anagrams: 

MADONNA'S TRUTH OR DARE 

SNOT: HER TAN. DOUR DRAMA 

AMERICAN PSYCHO 
VES! I CAN CHOP, MAR 

WILLIAM KENNEDY SMITH 

HMN. WAS LIKELY MINI-TED 

Alary Pierce 
Cedar City , Utah 


SPY welcomes letters from its raiders. Ad¬ 
dress correspondence to spy. The SPY 
Building , 3 Union Square West, New 
York , N.Y 10003, Typewritten letters are 
preferred Please include your daytime tele¬ 
phone number. Letters may be edited for 
length or clarity . $ 
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the article in spy— or possibly by the 
one on the Disney Company that 
appeared in the Chicago Tribune a 
couple weeks after ours. In it, Paul 
Galloway wrote, “Have you ever 
pondered what life would be like if the 
United States of America became 
Disney Nation? We could do worse/' 
and took it from there for 2,000 
words. Well, yes, Paul—as a matter of 
fact, we have pondered, (Thanks to 
Jackie Katen of Urbarta, Illinois, for 
that clipping,) 

Thanks, belatedly, to James A, 
Babcock of Winston-Salem for 
sending us an invitation to his 
commencement exercises at Wake 
Forest University, As you may have 
concluded from the absence of 45 
baffled-looking New Yorkers 
wandering en masse around the 
campus last May, we were unable to 
attend. 

Although it’s been our 

intention for months to present a 
detailed follow-up to the chain letter 
we reported on last December (“Chain 
of Foolishness/' by Aimee Bell and 
Josh Gillette), the letter has got so 
out of control that several staff 
members have been hospitalized with 
nervous exhaustion just trying to 
track the thing. Will you settle, 
instead, for a brief summary of our 
investigation? Ail right, then: The 
letter—which, you may recall, 
ostensibly originated in the 
Netherlands—went to some more 
famous people and to some more not- 
so-famous people. Some of those 
people sent copies to still more 
people (both famous and not-so- 
famous}, who continued to 
disseminate it among the famous 
and the not-so-famous. Of all those 
people who handled the letter, some 
attached notes to it, and some did 
not. Some of the notes were funny; 
some were not. And there we'll let the 
matter rest. J 

CORRECTION 

In September's Great Expectations we 
mrsidentified the organizer of Neil 
Bush's legal-defense fund as a 
Republican; he is, even more 
appallingly, a Democrat. $ 
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The todustiy 


Prognostication. Cantonese-Style 


Studio executives, like real people, enjoy re¬ 
turning from summer vacation refreshed, but by Labor Day 
many were unsummerishly fretful, bewildered by why this 
summers ticket sales were so poor. Common sense returned with 
a vengeance, and the overpaid, overleveraged and overrated seem 
poised for their comeuppance. 

Julia Roberts’s career increasingly resembles Dolly Parron s: she 
docs wonders at the supermarket checkout racks, but not necessarily at 
the box office, Frecernaturally energetic Kathleen Turner's days as a 
star may be numbered, too, thanks 

talk about sex. But when asked, 
"Will there be a T3C the future 
California governor giggled, then 
delivered the Thurberesque rejoin¬ 
der, "Yeah, it viU be called The 
Sperm inatorT (This from a man who 
recently bristled at a magazine in¬ 
terviewer $ good-natured 
question about cyborg sex.) 

Studio-wise, Orion seems 
headed tor Chapter L 1 at 
best, despite a spasm of life 
in the spring with The Silence 
of the Lambs and Dances With 
Wolves. Bill & Ted's Bog 
journey was too little, too 
the studio had presold 
rights to the profits and 
will see little money horn 
the film. 

And speaking of too 
little, Columbia's imminent 
chairman, Mark 


to VJ. Warshamki. Once thought to 
be the poor man's Meryl Streep, Tur¬ 
ner should now begin the long 
transformation to character actress: a 
female William Demarest or Andy 
Devine. Add ro the slag heap Don 
Johnson and Mickey Rourke's Harley 
Davidson and the Marlboro Man (talk 
about your product placement!); are 
there any two actors America want¬ 
ed to see less?' Rough summer as 
well for Bruno. Hudson Hawk. Then 
there's The Last Boy Scout , the next 
Bruce Willis—Joel Silver venture, 

Mel Brooks's Life Stinks, aka Ale/ 
Sucks, did $600,000 total business its 
second weekend. At 845 theaters, 6 
shows per weekend, $5 per ticket, 
that's 24 people per viewing; Nurse 
Nancy pulls in better numbers. But 
Judd Nelson's Dark Backward made 
Life Stinks look like Terminator 2. 
While Nelson enjoyed a tiny career 
boost after Neu> Jack City , his sensi¬ 
tive portrayal of a garbage man who 
dreams of being a stand-up comic 
and almost succeeds when a third 
arm grows out of his back wasn’t ex¬ 
actly a box office smash. In fact, the 
two-week gross was $ L 6,590, Then 
again, Kafka wasn't fully appreciated 
in his lifetime, either. 

So who fills theaters? Celia Bra¬ 
dys First Taw of 1991 Moviemak¬ 
ing: Nobody makes money except 
Arnold. And with true bankability 
comes a certain personal latitude. 
On Arsenio this summer, the Termi¬ 
nator warned the smarmy host that 
Maria had made him promise not to 



Canton, violated 
the Hollyw r ood 
old-boy taboo by 
celling everyone 
he’d be taking 
over before the 
fact. The incom¬ 
ing emperor is 

supposed to fake an air of big-pic¬ 
ture aloofness, not announce his new 
job in Variety. This act of hubris may 
come back to haunt him—the out¬ 
going emperor, Frank Price, is a 
savvy player. 

Indeed, the exit negotiations be¬ 
tween Price and parent company 
Sony turned not so much on How 


Canton violated the 
Hollywood old-boy taboo with 
his announcement in Variety 


much are yon going to pay me to leave? 
as on Look at the damage Canton s an¬ 
nouncement has done to my reputation . 
Sony will have to buy out Price s 
contract for a fortune—just another 
drop in their $200 million negative 
cash flow. (This process of paying 
through the nose to exorcise em¬ 
ployees is already known as 'Sony- 
style," thanks to the many millions 
Jon Peters extorted earlier this year.) 

Even in professional-level video¬ 
tape, Sony is no longer considered 
the gold standard. Currently the 
company is battling Matsushita for 
control of the high-resolunon-TV 
market. Sony chairman Akio Morita 
had hoped Columbia's product 
might complement the new hard¬ 
ware, but with Beatty's $40- 
million Bugsy and Spielberg’s 
$60 million Hook in the off¬ 
ing, the purchase of the stu- 
/ dio may prove to be yet anoth¬ 
er expensive, high-profile boner 
(see "Keeping Up With 
the MoritasJ page 23)^ 
in the end, the sum¬ 
mer of 1991 will be seen as 
the moment when the 
eighties came home to roost 
I* * in Hollywood: network rev¬ 
enues are disastrously off; War¬ 
ners and MGM/ 
Parh^, like Ori¬ 
on, are hobbled 
by debt; a lot of 
houses are for 
sale in West 
and the 
new mantra is 
"My career is 
over.’" This may be the end of the 
Hollywood middle class. The top 
still works; so does the bottom (hair¬ 
dressers, cameramen, PAsJ—theyVe 
union. Bur those in between ate 
gradually getting squeezed out of 
the picture. 

See you Monday night—-please, 
anywhere but Mortons .—Celia Brady 


Mark 
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The Webs 


The Million-Dollar Producer at the 5-and-IO-Cent Store 


CNN is at the forefront of che movement 

to strip television news of its remaining Hollywoodish 
glamour. There are no company limousines for vice pres¬ 
idents at CNN, no expense-account lunches at Sfuzzi, Le 
Bernardin or Cafe des Artistes. Most important, there are no 
overpaid, self-indulgent, socially ambitious executive producers 
whose divisions are little more than money-burning fiefdoms. Well, 
actually, there is one. She is Pam Hill, the 50-ish executive producer of 
the network s documentary unit, CNN Special Assignment. Since ABC, 


CBS and NBC have all but aban¬ 
doned such luxuries as regular long- 
form documentary programming 
(while still paying for lunches at 
Sfuzzi), Hill now has the ripe, pres¬ 
tigious field practically to herself. 

When CNN hired Hill in 1989, 
it was looking for a name that could 
establish a classy addition to what 
w r as effectively a sophisticated video 
wire service. She had worked in net¬ 
work news since 1965, eventually 
serving as executive producer ol 
ABC's documentary unit, called 
Closeup, from 1979 until it was dis¬ 
banded in 1988. CNN, behaving 
singularly out of character, was w ill¬ 
ing to pay for her network luster. 
While workaholic senior vice presi¬ 
dents at CNN make $100,000 a 
year, Hill signed bn for $250,000. 
It was soon clear, however, that the 
uptown wife of New York Times 
columnist Tom Wicker might clash 
with the corporate culture she was 
entering. 

Her history did not promise an 
easy fit. Although she was born in 
Winchester, Indiana, Hill now 
speaks with a Locust Valley Iock- 
jawc She has a way of courting the 
influential, at times literally: as a 
young drone in the News division 
at NBC, she took up with the leg¬ 
endary documenrarian Fred Freed. 
While Freed was teaching Hill ev¬ 
erything he knew about white pa¬ 
pers, he was divorced, and che two 
married; Hill moved on to Wicker 
in 1974. She docs have a soft spot 
for the downtrodden, however, and 


has been a staunch defender and 
employer of a much-maligned mi¬ 
nority group, the children of liber¬ 
al celebrities. At ABC she hired 
the offspring of William Seyran, 
Max Ophuls, Anthony Lewis, 
Arthur Schlesinger Jr. and Leonard 
Bernstein. 

It is her spending habi ts, though, 
that really set Hill apart from the 
zealously penny-pinching 
world of CNN. For example, 
the network has rigid 
salary caps for full-time 
employees; Hill gets 
around the limits by 
paying her producers 
$500 a Jay as free¬ 
lancers instead of 
putting them on the V 
payroll. Many work for 
CNN for weeks at a time 
earning three 
times che income 
of their ordinary 
salaried counter¬ 
parts. As one 
source close to 
CNN has sug¬ 
gested, 'These 
guys make 
enough in salary to finance the en¬ 
tire Latin American news unit for a 
year." In another costly arrange¬ 
ment, Hill works out of New York, 
even though CNN Special Assignment 
is based primarily in Atlanta and 
Washington, Last year, despite 
CNN's state-of-the-art studios and 
editing rooms in Atlanta, she lob¬ 


bied the network to build a 
$500,000 production facility in 
New York for her unit alone. CNN 
demurred. 

There are two theories as to why 
CNN continues to indulge Hill. 
Theory No. 1 posits that Hill's boss, 
executive vice president Ed Turner 
(no relation to Ted), never wanted 
her at the network and thus is only 
too happy giving her enough rope 
with which to hang herself. Theory 
No, 2 suggests that since Ted Tur¬ 
ner has declared that he is now in 
the documentary business'—Hill’s 
unit sometimes produces four pieces 
a month—it would be too embar¬ 
rassing to pull the plug on the unit 
so soon, (And it has produced such 
good, solid pieces as Brooks Jackson 
and Ken Bode s series on the S&L 
debacle.) 

Despite CNN’s dis¬ 
count-house reputation, 
1 tills staff resembles, as 
it always has, the ed 
board at The Harvard 
Crimson —but even 
whiter, more male 
and more fortunately 
born. Another throw¬ 
back to the old days of 
network news is her invo¬ 
cation of the ex¬ 
ecutive produc¬ 
er’s privilege to 
engage in late- 
night script revi¬ 
sions with un¬ 
derlings. One 
young, happily 
married Brit 
Hume look-alike whose contract 
w T as up for renewal bur whose w r ork 
was indifferent recently received a 
summons to Hill’s Omni Hotel 
suite. When he opened che door, he 
found his boss in a clingy outfit, 
with her feet propped on a desk. 
Not exactly Don Hew itt s style, but 
effective. — Laureen Hobbs 






Pam 


Hill's boss may 
be giving her enough 
rope with which to 
hang herself 
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Illustration by Tim Safaar 
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Did you see where Sony gave Michael Jackson 

a billion dollars?, 1 ' Jay Lena asked during a Tonight Show 
monologue not long ago. Leno was plainly stretching for a 
joke —obviously , no recording artist has a biilion-dollar contract. 
The same excuse is not available to Variety , which ran a story 
headlined JACKSON, SONY MAKE SI BTL DEAL OFFICIAL, Of COUTSe, 
the article itself states that Jackson isn't getting $1 billion—Sony just 
says it might be ab 1 e to gene r a te S 1 bi 11 i on i n ret wmm i f Jack so n co n t i n - 
ues to be the biggest-seliing recording artist in the world into the next 


Ji not for the Jackson deal, Time 
Warner could have played hardball 


century; which is less than a sure bet. 

Sony could have picked any num¬ 
ber it wanted. According to Sony 
Music president Tommy "Canary 
Collector" Motto!a, the SI billion 
figure was based on Jacksons previ¬ 
ous sales performance, Sony claims 
Jackson's last two albums, Thriller 
and BaJ, together sold 63 million 
copies worldwide, generating more 
than $600 million in retail sales. 

These figures are impossible to 
verify. In the U.S., where sales are 
audited, Thriller sold 21 million cop¬ 
ies, Bad 6 million. Sony says Bad 
sold 23 million worldwide, which is 
hard to believe, considering tickets 
lor some of Jackson s European 
shows went begging. Given that the 
Jackson album preceding Thriller 
also sold 6 million copies in the U.S,, 
Sony might be advised to expect 
sales of future albums to be closer to 
6 million than to 21 million. 

But then, Sony doesn't really ex¬ 
pect to get $1 billion—Sony just 
wanted to be seen publicly stroking 
Jackson, who is said by associates to 
be obsessed with being recognized 
as the biggest pop star in the world. 
It eventually came out that among 
other things, Sony had actually guar¬ 
anteed Jackson six albums at $5- 
million apiece, plus a royalty rate of 
approximately 25 percent. Thar’s 
certainly a lot of money, but its 
much closer to what everyone else is 
making than it is to $1 billion. 

The media also unthinkingly ac¬ 
cepted the idea that the deal includ¬ 
ed financing for a record label to 


which Jackson could sign other 
artists, and a contract with Sony s 
Columbia Pictures. The label is a 
surprise: although Jackson is a savvy 
buyer of music-publishing catalogs, 
he has never been interested in any¬ 
one else 5 recording career The film 
deal is a joke. Jackson had a produc¬ 
tion deal with Columbia when 
Dawn Steel was in charge; 
before that, he had a deal 
with David Geflen. If 
there were any worth¬ 
while films to be made 
with Michael Jackson, 
they would have been 
out long ago. 

His true value is as a 
corporate icon. CBS Rec¬ 
ords lost much of its market 
share after Sony bought it; 
Jackson is a face-saving answer 
to the question 
"Akio, when you 
bought CBS Rec¬ 
ords, what did 
you actually get}'* 

Losing Michael so 
soon after acquir¬ 
ing the company 
would have been 
unthinkable. 

But Sony doesn’t have to bear the 
cost of massaging Jackson's ego in 
solitude. The deal has raised the 
price of talent throughout the in¬ 
dustry. This is most clear at Time 
Warner, which is currently talking 
to Madonna about establishing a 
stand-alone company for her, 


with Madonna, arguing that since 
1984 s Like a Virgin t which sold 7 
million copies in the U.S., sales of her 
records have steadily declined; last 
year's I'm Breathless sold 2 million. 

Thanks to Sony's deal with Jack- 
son, none of this matters. The most 
celebrated artists are no longer 
signed just (or even mainly) to make 
the company money, but to elevare 
the corporate profile vicariously. And 
no one has a higher p ruble than 
Madonna, who may become the 
most famous person of your lifet irme. 

Consequently, Time Warner will 
have to open its not-exactly-over¬ 
flowing vaults. It seems likely that 
Steve Ross—a man who might have 
a particularly hard time plead¬ 
ing austerity to Madonna— 
would rather announce to 
his angry stockholders 
that he has locked up 
her services for the 
foreseeable future 
than explain why the 
most mediagenic per¬ 
son of the last decade 
now works for Ber¬ 
telsmann or Mat- 
sushita. To make sure the 

sce¬ 
nario happens, 
Ross and co- 
chairman Nick 
Nicholas person¬ 
ally joined nego¬ 
tiations svith 
Madonna and 
her representa¬ 
tives, CAA's 
Mike Ovicz and attorney Allen 
Grubman (the man who closed jack- 
son's deal with Sony). Insiders won¬ 
der if her own freestanding multi¬ 
media company will be enough. 
Maybe Time Warner will need to 
give Madonna her own magazine 
and cable network. — Fred Goodman 
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The Times * 



Autumn at the Times —why does it seem so 

especially depressing this year? Not because of any further 

revelations about the William Kennedy Smith case; why, al¬ 
most no one at the paper knows that before the Palm Beach prose¬ 
cutor released the testimony of one of Smith s alleged earlier vic¬ 
tims, the Times had interviewed the woman at length—and curb 
iously declined to publish her assert ions. No, perhaps the gloom has a 
more obvious cause. After all, executive editor Max Frankel, managing 
editor Joseph Lely veld and sympathy retainee Abe Rosenthal all just 
returned from their root in’-tootin' 


summer adventures to face a staff re¬ 
duced and demoralized by cost-cut¬ 
ting measures. More on that in a 
moment — first, lets hear what ev¬ 
eryone did this summer*- * * 

Alas, Max’s weekend sojourns in 
Sakai re, on Fire Island, weren't as 
idyllic as those a couple of summers 
ago, when he was falling head over 
heels for then metro reporter Joyce 
Purnick (now his second wife) and 
they were routinely seen nuzzling 
and fitness-walking on the beach. 
This summer he seldom sported his 
blue shorty bathrobe on the sun 
deck and generally behaved like an 
uptight, sputtering spoilsport—Tom 
Bosley in a beach movie. Unhappy 
about the noise generated by his 
neighbors' parties, he wrote to the 
Saltairc Citizens Advisory Commit¬ 
tee, threatening (or promising?) co 
move* The Don of 43rd Street was 
duly appeased; the town quickly 
passed an ordinance limiting public 
decibel levels. Max's own civic- 
mindedness,, though, was imperfect: 
he didn't deliver on his promise to 
contribute an original painting to 
the Sakai re Music ik. Art Festival* 
Abe— that's Kid Rosenthal to you. 
pardner —took his wife, bosomy 
dirty-book writer Shirley Lord, to a 
Montana dude ranch* Let s see; an 
affluent, disillusioned, soft-bellied 
city professional whose job has 
taken a mental toll embarks on an 
improbable ranching vacation and 
finally finds his smile. I daresay 
there might be a movie in this! 


Joe, the great smart hope prop¬ 
ping himself for the privileged life 
of executive editor, bought an eigh¬ 
teenth-century farmhouse (asking 
price: $296,000) in Gardiner, New 
York, a quaint upstate town and 
gen trificat ion-casualty-in-the-mak¬ 
ing where Wall Street Journal arts ed¬ 
itor Raymond Sokolov also keeps a 
place* This is his second coun¬ 
try house; Joe already 
owned a rustic hideaway 
in Maine that has no 
electricity or phone. 

With Joe so clearly the 
heir apparent, senior 
T/mespeopie have set their 
sights on his office (Max’s 
65th birthday is still four 
years away, but there are 12- 
room New Paltz fixer-uppers at 
stakef). Among the front-run¬ 
ners for managing 

editor: metro edi-_ 

tor Gerald Boyd, 
who's smart and, 
significantly at a 
paper with a rep¬ 
utation for racial 
clumsiness, black; 
culture czar Paul 
Goldberger; and 

swingin' Washing con-bureau chief 
Howell Raines, who last year consid¬ 
erately informed his wife that, as he 
wanted to date other women and 
didn't want to cheat on her, perhaps 
they should divorce* (His rectitude 
will surely preclude any John Tow¬ 
er-style prepromotion review*) 


stance, 



Heir apparent Lelyvefd 
bought his second 
country house 


Whoever winds up alongside Joe 
will preside over a weird transition¬ 
al era. Publisher Punch Sulzberger, 
gripped by fiscal panic, offered 78 
weeks of pay to longtime employees 
over 55 willing to surrender their 
jobs, A whole generation of Times 
fixtures, 119 of them, have taken 
the money and run, including Rich- 
ard Shepard, the beloved culture- 
news reporter; Isadore Rarmash, the 
retail-industry reporter; Grace Glu- 
eck, the sturdy art reporter; Neal 
Boenzi, arguably the Times's best 
photographer; and political editor 
Irv Horowitz, who recently edited 
the obituary page* But management 
was happy about some of the 
bailouts—Pulitzer-winning music 
editor Donal Henahan, for in- 
And now Henahan is 
furious that his estranged 
former protege, the talent¬ 
ed but widely loathed Ed¬ 
ward Roths rein, was 
brought back as the 
classical-music critic* 
Finally, a note about 
savvy, scary theater re¬ 
porter Alex WitcheTs 
backstage interview with 
Daisy Eagan, the eleven- 
year-old star of Broad- 
ways Secret Gar - 
_ den. Eagan's par¬ 
ents and the 
show's publicist 
were wary of ex¬ 
posing her to 
the ferocious 
Wicchel, but, 
afraid to refuse 
the Times'— and 
Frank Rich's wife—they consented* 
When the materialistic publicist 
refused to leave the room, Witchel 
threw one of her trademark scream- 
ing fits, bellowing, If she's old 
enough to handle herself onstage, 
she's old enough to handle herself in 

—J* /* H unset ker 


an interview! 
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The Usual Suspects 


Is there such a thing as retroactive court- 
martial? C. Everett Koop, the Mennonite- 
i impersonating ex—surgeon general, was the 
keynote speaker at a Philadelphia banquet 
honoring a hospital administrator about to 
retire. The circumstances dictated that 
Koop’—1985 £ version of Norman Schwarz¬ 
kopf— simply say a few platitudes about the 
honoree's accomplishments. But Koop launched 
into a meandering, mortifying stand-up routine 
consisting largely of bowel-movement and hem¬ 
orrhoid jokes. While the audience cringed, 
Koop told stories about an "elderly black 
gentleman" afflicted with piles (punch 
line: the mans wife, examining her 
husband's rear end, says. He sure 
dam got 'em had!) and an Italian with 
a gastrointestinal disorder (Koop as i, | 
the Italian: ' Hey, nurse s I gotta 
shit!") and, finally, this gem about a 
geriatric patient who had been given a 
powerful laxative: 

Doctor: Did Mrs. Smith move her ^ 
bowels? 

Nurse: Yes, doctor. Once before she 
died, and twice after. 

o 

Evertf! 

We know they enjoy attending prizefights and 
low-rent celebrity gatherings, but what do Don¬ 
ald Trump and Marla Maples actually calk about 
when they’re together? Physical bearing, for one 
thing. As the debt restructurer and his floozy 
were leaving a voguish downtown bistro one 
recent evening. Trump once-overed his 
fiancee with his eyes and said, "You 
know, you have beautiful posture. 

Maples acknowledged the peculiar 
compliment with a smile, but Trump, 
groping for an even specialer mo- 

Billy Dee 



ment, then asked, 'How’s mine?' 
Maples paused, eyed the deadbeat she 
plans to marry and said, smiling, "It 
sucks." Trump, unamused, stomped out 
of the restaurant. 





The tedium of transcontinental flight rankles 
the best of us—even musky, supersuave love man 
Billy Dee Williams! Not long ago the vainglorious 
malt-liquor spokesman was flying in style, 
MGM Grand Air, between New York and 
Los Angeles. Spotting a sometime Broad¬ 
way performer, Williams, accompanied 
by the standard entourage, waved 
hello. The performer, unwilling to 
play the all-celebrixies-are-pals game, 
glanced back noncommittally. This 
infuriated Williams, who was.*. 
punchy. He bounded over to the per¬ 
former's seat and ranted, Void re on 
Broadway , so you think you're too good /or 
me? Don't try : to pretend you don't knou 
me. man! You know me! Williams re¬ 
turned to his seat, but not lor long. For 
the duration of the flight he periodically 
got up to harangue the performer along the 
same lines, growing more shrill with each 
tirade. 
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The Crumbling of Black Rock—An Update: Frank 
Stanton, the late William Paley's punching bag 
and president of CBS in the heady days when, 
unbelievably, the network was synonymous 
with quality, has become so disillusioned 
with the old place that he recently confided 
to an associate, Hell. I'm even ashamed to umr 
my CBS cuff links. 
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The Fine Print 

by Jamie Malanowski 



Before too long, Americans will go to rhe polls ro select a president* spy has 
taken it upon itself to help voters get to know their candidates- Our first subject: 
Paul E. Fsongas, former Democratic senator from Massachusetts, 


1 _ - “No, Reginald, 
J^v I Believe the 
Proper Phrase Is 
Here Come de Judge ” 

Poor Republicans. As much 
os they might wont to ac¬ 
knowledge that nonwhlte 
people are lull-fledged 
Americans, some mental 
block keeps interfering. 
Consider the difficulty Orrin 
Hatch, the Republican sen¬ 
ator from Utah, encoun¬ 
tered while trying to put 
whites and minorities on an 
equal footing on the broad¬ 
cast of This Week With 
David Brinkley that aired* 
the Sunday before Presi¬ 
dent Bush nominated 
Clarence Thomas to the 
Supreme Court: 

Brinkley: Do 

you have o can¬ 
didate, Senator 
Hatch? 

Hatch: 1 don't 
There are a 
number of I 
think excellent 
people who 
could be con¬ 
sidered. 

B: Who? 

H: Well, you 
hove—you J d 
hove to start 
with people like 
Ken Starr, the 
current solicitor 
general. And I 

think the presi¬ 
dent will have to 
look at minori¬ 
ties, such os our 
person on the 
Ninth Circuit 
Court of Ap¬ 
peal s—[hem- 
ming and haw¬ 
ing] Fernando 
Fernandez ► 



July 11 Co n n oil v 

calls and sets a 
new appointment: 
"He’s excited 
about it." 


July 12 The ap¬ 
pointment is bro¬ 
ken. L, l can t find 
them at ail/ an op¬ 
erative says. "They 
havenT called, and 
I can't get them on 
the cellular phone/' 
Connolly finally 
phones: "The sena¬ 
tor will be out of a 
meeting in 20 
minutes, and he 
says he will call 
you then. Count on 
it," Nothing hap¬ 
pens. 


Days pass. Calls are made. Messages go 
unreturned. Finally: 

July 24 "Your interview request is on 
rhe senator's call sheet lor tomorrow. It 
will happen then/’ MacKenzie tells us, 
"Stand by in rhe morning/' 

July 25 At 10:00 a.m, we are again in¬ 
structed to 'stand by/' We do. Night 
tails at 8:19 p.m. 

July 30 MacKerule informs us rhe in¬ 
terview is "on" lor tomorrow and he 
will get back to us with the derails "in 
five minutes/' He never calls. 

July 31 G uess what. A receptionist at 
campaign HQ tells us Tseng as has not 
been see n recen r Iy. —■ A 1 khad Hahiey 


July 8, 1991 spy calls Tsongas campaign 
headquarters in Boston a nr I requests an 
interview with rhe senator. Brad 
MacKenzie* assistant press secretary: 

The senator is in Iowa for a week. The 

request will be forwarded to him.You 

have to understand he is very busy. It's 
an election, you know." 


July 9 Peggy Connolly, Tsontgas s press 
secretary, calls from South Dakota: 
"Our cellular phones aren't working, 
and rhe beepers we have that are sup¬ 
posedly good for anywhere in the coun¬ 
try can't handle this terrain_Bur we 

really want to do it. [He'll} call you to¬ 
morrow/' 


July ID The senator never calls. Perhaps 
lie has been de¬ 
tained by crowds at 
his schedule's main 
everir: a scenic train 
ride in Boone, 

Iowa. 
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TME FINE f HINT COUTIHUfO 

! believe is his name. There's 
a fellow down on a district 
court down in Texas, Edith 
Jones, a wonderful woman 
jurist from the South, You 
could go on and on. Our 
current black judge on the 
Circuit Court of Appeals for 
the District of Columbia, 
he'd be o terrific choice. 


Okay, now let's check the 
senator's answer. He used 
the correct names of the 
white male jurist and the 
white female jurist, but he 
got the name of Hispanic 
judge Ferdinand Fernandez 
wrong and couldn't recall 
the names of Hispanic 
judge Ricardo Hinojosa or 
African American judge 
Clarence Thomas, 


And Now, Review 
Aim, of Reviewers: The 
Celebrity Edition 

On April 4 of this year, Matt 


Roush, the television critic 
for L/5A Today , reviewed 


The Naked Truth f the Tom 


Arnold comedy special that 
appeared on HBQ, "One of 
the most worthless comedy 
specials ever on HBO/' 
Roush wrote, adding that 
Arnold was "astonishingly 
unfunny," Arnold's wife, 
Roseanne Barr, wrote a let¬ 
ter In reply: 


"Dear Miss M, Roush: 

"You stupid little asi¬ 
nine, arrogant slug. Your 
review is nothing more than 
a personal attack. You also 
did the same bullshit, half- 
assed, bitchy little review of 
my HBO special You are a 
little cock-sucking pinhead,, 
thriving on smelling the 
farts of bigger boys than 
yourself. How did you get 
your job? 

"You might be able to 
fool some of the people ► 



HistoryofTelevision 
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Part ill: "The Phobia’ 


October 22, 1956 
1 LOVE LUCY (CBS) Lucy cries to 
help Little Ricky overcome his fear 
of performing. 

January 6, / 958 

DECEMBER BRIDE (CBS) Lily 
tries to help Pete overcome 
his fear of flying, 

November 15,1 960 

DOBIE GILLIS (CBS) 

Dobie tries to help 
Maynard overcome his 
fear of work, 

April 20, 1961 
MR. ED (CBS) Wilbur 
cries to help Mr. Ed overcome his 
fear of heights. 

January 20 f 1965 

THE DICK VAN DYKE SHOW (CBS) 

Rob and Sally cry to help Stacey 
overcome his fear of women, 

October 1, 1970 

THE ODD COUPLE (ABC) Oscar tries to 
help Felix overcome his fear of flying. 

September 16, 1972 

THE BOB NEWHART SHOW (CBS) 

Bob tries to help Emily overcome 
her fear of flying. 



January 29, 1976 

BARNEY MILLER (ABC) Wojo tries to 
overcome his fear of flying. 

May 13, 1980 

LAVERNE & SHIRLEY (ABC) 
Laverne tries to overcome her 
fear of being alone. 

November 26, 1981 
TAXI (ABC) Elaine tries to 
/ help an artist overcame his 
tear of public places. 

November 18, 1983 
WEBSTER (ABC) Webster 
tries to overcome his fear 
of performing. 

October 24 1 1987 

THE GOLDEN GIRLS (NBC) Rose, 
Dorothy and Blanche try eo help one 
anorher overcome, respectively, their 
fears of speaking, flying and bald men. 

February 25, 1988 
CHEERS (NBC) The Cheers gang 
tries to help Carla overcome her fear 
of flying, 

February 5, 1991 
WHO’S THE BOSS? (ABC) Angela 
tries to help Tony overcome his fear 
of water, —Joseph Malgarini 


HIM in a Name? 

Our Periodic 
Anagram 
Analysis 

MITSUBISHI 

HI. U,S*. iT’S IBM! 

GENE SISKELAND 
ROGER EBERT 

AS KINDER, GENTLER BORES,..GEE 

THE REPUBLICANS 

PURITAN BELCHES 

JUDGE CLARENCE 
THOMAS 

ENCOURAGED J. HELMS ACT 

—Andy Aaron 
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Cartoon by Greg Fierlng Illustration by Ruiftll 0. Jones 
























































ALLIGATOR STOMP 2 
Various Artists 

Features the most popular Cajun and 2ydeco runes 
ever recorded, by the biggest names in Cajun music: 
Clifton Chenier, Buckwheal Zydeco, 
Beausoiiei.and more 
(70740) 

Also available: ALLIGATOR STOMP (70946) 


THE ISLEY BROTHERS 
ISLEY BROTHERS STORY VQLS, 1&2 
VOLUME 1: ROCKIN' SOUL 
VOLUME 2: T NECK FUNK (2 Disc Set) 

The first and only Islay's titles that thoroughly 
chronicle the group's incredible run of hit singles, 

spanning 1959 - 1935 Includes "Testily.Who's 

That Lady," "This Old Heart Of Mine." and 


GRASS ROOTS 

ANTHOLOGY (1%5 -1975) (2 Disc Set) 

The only comprehensive Grass Roots package, this 
30-1 rack double cassette/36'track, double 
CO set covers the group's entire career. 
Includes- "Is It Any Wonder." “Templalion Eyes." 
■'Sooner Or Later." among others, 

(70746) 


It'S Your Thing". 


[70908 70909) 



TOGO RUNDGREN 

ANTHOLOGY: 19GB * 19BG (2 Oise Set) 

The first comprehensive collection to cover nearly £0 
years of Todd's career. Includes "We Gotta Gel You 
A Woman," -HeJIo It's Me," "Real Man." "Can We Stilt 
Be Friends, 14 among others 
70774 


THE RIGHTEOUS BROTHERS 
THE RIGHTEOUS BROTHERS 
ANTHOLOGY (2 Oise Set) 

The first package la comprehensively cover their 
entire career from early Moonglow sides to their mid- 
70s come hack Indudes "You we Lost Thai Loving 
Feelin "(You're My Soul) And Inspiration," and the 
smash hit from the motion picture GHOST, 
"Unchained Melody" 

71408 


RAY CHARLES 

Ray Charles Anthology 

Includes the great Ray Charles classics, and essential 
chart hits "Hit The Road Jack,” "Georgia On My 
Mind ' and "I Can't Stop Loving You' 1 
75759 

Also available MODERN SOUNDS IN COUNTRY AND 
WESTERN MUSIC 
79099 


Available at your favorite record store. For a free Rhino catalog call 1-300-432-0020, 


rHiNO ... for those who know the difference. 
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THE FINE PHIHT CONTINUED 

some of the time, but you 
ain't foolin' me. YouYe o 
butt-rammer from the word 
go, which I figured out from 
reading your little review, 
You fucking bitch. EVERY¬ 
THING YOU LIKE SUCKS! 
And normal people hate It. 
How does ft feel to be such 
o freak, so out of touch 
with reality that you criticize 
other people for the world's 
most jack-off newspaper. 
Fuck you, you smarmy little 
tight ossed prick. You prob¬ 
ably think you Ye so witty 
and wise, but you Ye just an 
employee of USA Today, 
the best job you'll ever 
have. We will never have 
any more contact with USA 
Today because of this. I'd 
sooner blow the editors of 
The Enquirer, Try using a 
little KY next time. It will 
help with the stretch so you 
won't be so fucking moody. 

"Miss Bart 

"P.3. You are not in a 
position to understand or 
criticize anything about het¬ 
erosexuals," 

Letter writing is something 
of a habit with Barr. Last 
year she responded to a 
harsh critic at The Des 
Moines Register by writing, 
"YOU ARE A DRIED UP 
OLD CUNT " 

Love Among the 
G-5 f s 

A friend from Washington 
recently sent along this let¬ 
ter, On one level. It is a gar¬ 
den-variety Dear John letter 
of the type that routinely 
clogs the postal system and 
prevents the timely delivery 
of attractive mail-order cat¬ 
alogs, But this letter, from 
someone who works in the 
military-industrial complex, 
offers in its phrasing a rare 
glimpse of what makes the ► 



These days it’s not so easy to tell a Re¬ 
publican from a Democrat, AM from FM, 
clothes from underclothes—or a cigarette 
from a sanitary napkin. How many of 
these products can you identify? 

—Mary Roach 

1. Longs 

2. Super longs 

3. Thins 

4. Slim Lights 

5. Thin Supers 

6. Super Slims 
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The SPY Ust 

Bale Berra 

Bohemian Grove members 
Billy Carter 

U.S. Postmaster General Anthony Frank 
Richard Gere 
Lemuel Gulliver 
Mick dagger 
Brian Jones 
Elle Macpherson 
Don Mattingly 
Prince William 
Maria Shriver 
Annie Sprinkle 
The Who 
Bill Willis 


unrolling in Our lime 


"Ballasted with experience and bright with astonishment, Destinations is a marvelous 
hoofed 1 —Jonathan Raban on Jan Morris's Destinations 

"The best book of travel ever written by an Englishman about the United States." 

—Morris on Raban's Hunting Mister Heartbreak 
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"For my money, her most attractive novel to date." 

—Anita Rrookner on Penelope Lively's Passing On 

"Perfect....Broofcner has the ability to conjure up an entire personality with a few 
adroitly chosen words." 

—Lively on Brookner’s Brief Lives 
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"There is scarcely anyone who could make so powerful a case for the idea of 
progress." —Gertrude Himmelfarb on Robert Nisbets His for) of the Ideas 

of Progress 

"A truly fascinating book." 

—N is bet on Himmelfarb s The Idea of Poverty 

ppfrTPTP-i p i ■ a a r air ari ■■ ■a ■ ■ an a ■ ■ 1 ■ 1 m ■ pa p a pa aa l a a 1 1 . a l.i l a lb lb b .. . a . 4 . •. 4 - .. P 4 p v n 

"The Kennedys emerge from its pages brimming with life." 

—James Carroll on Doris Kearns Goodwin's The 
Fitzgeralds and the Kennedys 

“Creates an unforgettable cast of characters who live on long after you finish the 
book." —Goodwin on Carrolls Memorial Bridge —Howard Kaplan 
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THE f I W E P»1HT COHTIHUtt 

bureaucratic heart go boom 
boom boom, {Note: names 
have been changed,) 

"Joe, you have to realize we 
aren't kids anymore, I can't 
move [up north] for a 'trial/ 
The fact is 1 have an im¬ 
portant job i love Ond 
work hard at,.,.I am 
very definite about what I 
wont. As much as politics rs 
you and you could not sep¬ 
arate them, defense and 
the government is me. It's a 
world as separate from oth¬ 
ers as politics is..,.I travel a 
lot and this only changes if 
the contract changes. Right 
now I'm on an RDT&.E (Re¬ 
search Development Test 
and Evaluation) and a Dis¬ 
tributed Wargaming con¬ 
tract with DARPA—a de¬ 
fense research association. 
These are 3 to 5 year con¬ 
tracts, depending on the 
Appropriations Committee, 
At this level (8.6 million, 
10.4 million [dollars] re¬ 
spectively) we won't get cut. 
Joe, I travel to Air Force/ 
Navy bases around the 
world, I stay at the SQQ's 
(Base Officer Quarters) and 
men not in this industry 
don't understand. Secondly, 
I'm dating o man—Herb, 
he's an engineer with 
Spacetech, Inc, We both 
contract to NAVAIR (Naval 
Air Systems Command 
Headquarters). Essentially, 
we subcontract each other's 
companies. What this all 
means is that my life is 
here ...If Herb osks me to 
marry him (he won't, but rf 
he does), I will accept...,We 
are not that serious yet, his 
divorce isn't final until next 
Wednesday. He vows never 
to many again ond proba¬ 
bly won't, but if he does, I 

hope it is to me.Please 

tell me how you feel." J 



Heniyphobia in Hollywood: H Brief History 

Film is not a medium where characters named Henry prosper; indeed, 
there is a long movie tradition of holding Henrys up to ridicule. The 
phenomenon began in the 1940s, when the Henry Aldrich series — 
Paramount s less popular, less prestigious, vaguely less wholesome answer 
to MGM’s Andy Hardy fiims“chromcIed the adventures of America's 
stupidest teenager (accident-prone Henry mistakenly borrows the Srradi- 
varius of a famous violinist; dumb-as-wood Henry tangles with a runaway 
motorboat). In the fifties the theme of Henry-asddiot was reasserted in 
the Henry Latham series (Leave It to Henry t et al,)—films that hinged on the 
protagonist's tendency to bumble routine jobs (cretinous Henry acciden¬ 
tally burns down a toilbooth). The cinematic possibilities for Henrys 
have expanded since then. No longer is a Henry necessarily blockheaded; 

now he may be repulsive and vindictive, like Henry VIII* or a zom¬ 
bielike pariah, like Eraserbeads Henry Spencer. Lately there has been a 
spate of Henry movies; obviously the injustice rages on. 


Who is Henry? 

Henry V: Former hotheaded, 
substance-abusing prince turned 
uppity monarch 

Henry andJune: Adulterous, balding 
writer 

Regarding Henry: Sleazy, evidence- 
withholding lawyer w r ho becomes 
cuddly, mawkish vegetable 
Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killer: 
Illiterate part-time exterminator 
responsible for death of thousands of 
people and insects 

Does he take rejection well? 

Henry V: When his claim to its crown 
is renounced, Henry invades France 
Henry andJune: When AnaVs criticizes 
his novel, Henry becomes teary 
Regarding Henry: After wandering 
around city filled with unsmiling 
strangers, Henry buys a puppy 
Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killer ; When 
fence overcharges him for television, 
Henry crashes fence s head through 
TV screen and then fries him by 
switching set on 

Is he loyal? 

Henry V; Has former drinking buddy 
Bardolph hanged for committing 
petty theft 

Henry andJune : Cheats on wife 
Regarding Henry: Cheats on wife; 
betrays former law firm* Sticks by 
that dog, though 


Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killer: 
Impales partner repeatedly with meraJ 
comb, severs his head and limbs* puts 
him in garbage bag and tosses him off 
bridge; also* kills own mother 

Is he sophisticated? 

Henry V; Is cloddish and speaks 
pidgin French when wooing 
Katherine; frequently has ribbon of 
spit between lips; wears jerkins 
Henry and June: Expresses himself 
through series of grunts; calls Anai's 
"Annisdoes not know what souffle 
is; wears hat indoors; wears hat 
indoors during sex 
Regarding Henry: Answers ringing 
public telephone; is comatose 
Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killer: When 
friendly employee in Chicago deli 
says, 'How Lout those Bears?,' 1 
Henry says, "Fuck the Bears” 

What is the implicit message of Henry’s 
story? 

Henry V: Its fun to make a movie in 
which you are the scar and the movie 
is long 

Henry and June: Paris is full of 
lesbians 

Regarding Henry: Once you are shot in 
the head, life will be wonderful 
Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killer : 

People are unpleasant and should be 
left on the side of the road to die 

—Henry Alford 
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I low does a famous 37-year-old open-heart-surgery 
patient maintain his reputation as a womanizer? By 
working at it, that's how. Not long ago, Larry King, the talk show host, was interviewed by Lisa Brad fie Id, a 
blond 26-year-old journalist, one month before hearings on his fifth divorce were to commence, (As it happens, 
the divorce never took place.) Unconcerned with a reporter's running tape recorder, King conducted a personal 
seminar on how to pick up girls. Well start at the end of the first part of the interview, with King and Brad field 
making plans to resume the next day. 


King: Do you have to go' You want 
to interview more on the phone? 
You...want to come back 
tomorrow night? 

Bradfidd: I don't really know 
ycc.„.I don't know what I'm doing 
yet. 

K: You re loose. 

B: Well, I guess you could call it 
that. 

K: A re you glad you came? 

B: Yes, of course, 

Ki I’m glad you came, I like you, 

B: I did wane to interview you. I 
wish it hadn’t been a piece [done 
without a specific assignment from 
a newspaper or magazine]..., 

K: Well, whatever it was, if I 
didn't like you, I wouldn’t have 
done it. I wouldn’t have done a 
spec piece, but I like you. I mean 
that. T don't say 
anything I don't 
mean. That I don' 
do. That’s one 
thing about 
reaching this 
age. You hit a 
point where you 
don’t have to say x1 
anything you don’t 

mean_Why do 

you look so 
perturbed? Do you 
want to stay? 

B: No. Do I look 
perturbed? 

K: Yeah. 



i 


Larry 


B; ! didn't mean to_I don’t know 

what I want to do. 

K: Do vou want to come back 
tomorrow? 

[They meet the next day a! 5:30 p.m, 
at Kings eon do. where he answers 
questions on many subjects, He has a 
terrible cold.] 


B- You must feel really crappy.... 
Have you gone to a doctor? 

K: What I have, he says, is the cold. 
And it happens co be a bad cold. 

B: And you feci tike hell. 

K: T don't feel like hell.*,.I look 
worse than I feel, 

B: You look okay; you have just 
been coughing and sneezing a lot, 
K: I look like I have a cold. Are you 
coming over to the show, or are 
you going back tonight? 

B: I’m nor sure, 

K: Do you want to come over 
tomorrow afternoon? 1 have to 
speak at a dinner tomorrow, but I 
don’t have to go until like seven, so 
if you come over around four, it 
would be perfect. We could have 
three hours. 

B: Do you think 1 should come 
over then instead of now because 
you’re so beat? 

K: You mentioned how 
beat I am,., Why 
don’t 1 lie down and 
you come back 
tomorrow? Maybe 
I'll be 100 percent 
better. 

B: Well, I doubt it. 

K: You re single' 

8: Well, yeah. 

K: How would I know? 
Are you involved with 
anybody? 

B: I have an ex-boyfriend. 

K: Do you date older men? 

B: I date all different ages. He was 
30. That s only four years over me, 
K: That s nor older 
B: I dated a 35-year-old guy when 
I was 20. 

K: Well, you're bright, attractive 
and a little ahead of your time, 

B; I actually thmk I’m just the 



opposite.... Do you know what I 
mean? 

Ki I know what you mean. I like 
you. Is it okay ro tell you thar? 

B: Yes. 

K: No, I mean I like you. 

B: Thanks, You're a nice guy. 

K: You’re a nice girl. 

B; J bet everyone tells you you're a 
nice guy. You're used to hearing it, 
right? 

K: 1 wouldn’t do this for anyone, 

B: Well, I’m very well aware of 
that.,.. 

K: Because I don't do [interviews 
for] spec articles. Generally I have 
refrained from doing any of this, 
but rhere’s a quality about you that 
I like. If I can ever be of help to 
you, let me know, 

B: Thanks. 

K: No, l mean it. You’re very nice. 
What’s another word, romantic t 
You're laughing at me. 

B: No, I’m laughing because you're 
saying this and you look like you're 
ready to pass out, 

K: You mean I don’t look amorous? 
B: Well, you look like you're ready 
to pass out. I'm sorry I m laughing. 
I’m not laughing at you, 

K: I'm tired, I have a cold, but I'm 
telling you nice things about 
yourself. 

B: Well, that's nice, I just..,I don't 
know what to say. 

K: I'm going to lie down. See you 
tomorrow. 

B; Okay. 

{They head for the door. ] 

K: So—does a nice girl like you 
have a date for ronight? 

B: No, 1 11 probably go back to my 
hotel room and read a book. 

K: {Smiling] Are you a lesbian? 

—Lisa Bradfkld 
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Enchanting and Alarming Events Upcoming 


I Lupus Awareness 
Month begins, 
"When we found 
our Millie [Bush] 
had lupus, our PR 
person called the 
White House and 
we actually got to 
meet Mrs, Bush 
and Millie and 
Ranger," gushes 
the American 
Lupus Society's 
Char lean 
Wakefield, recall¬ 
ing the society's 
national meeting 
in Washington last 


year. This year s rock block by 

convention is in Foghat, 



Los Angeles- 
meaning that un¬ 
less Bubbles the 
Chimp awakens 
today feeling logy, 
there will be no 
such serendipitous 
public-relations 

bonanza this 
time, 

2 A WNEW- 
FM dee jay 
says, "Its Rock- 


tober! " and launch- 6 Last day of the 
es into a half-hour Renaissance Plea- 




Capsule Reviews by 

TlVi 

Walter Monheit t the Movie 
Publicist s Friend 


Other People’s Money, starring Danny DeVito {Warner 
Bros.) PPP 

Waiter Monheit says t 11 DeVito’s best public offering this fiscal 
year—it held my interest I Bet your bottom dollar, Danny's gone for 
the gold on Ibis one!" 

HOMICIDE) starring Joe Mantegna, written by David Mamet 
(Triumph) PPPP 

Walter Monheit says, “Off the case, Sergeant Friday—this Joe's 
just-the-facts-Mamet performance makes him Oscar’s Most 
Wanted!" 

My Own Private Idaho, starring River Phoenix, Keanu Reeves 
(Fine Line) PPP 

Waiter A1 on he it says, “Watch out, Thelma and Louise! Boise will be 

Boise when you paddle this Keanu down the River!" 

Meeting Venus, starring Glenn Close (Warner Bros,) PPPP 
Walter Monheit says t “Hello, Meryl? Oscar will have to cal! you 
hack—we can't tear him away from this important Meetingl” 

Love Field, starring Michelle Pfeiffer (Orion) PPPfr 

Walter Monheit says. “What farmer wouldn't like to lie fallow with 

Michelle— ooof! She can rotate my crops till the cows come home!” 

Wftet the mutmiei Mm>t: T iL P — exatlent; 

PPPP ■— itidispxfiihSy a dijnk 


sure Faire, a festi¬ 
val—cum—rheme 
park on 240 acres 
of forest in north¬ 
ern California. 

From the press 
release; With a 
fulltime staff of 
some 45 employ¬ 
ees and an annual 
operating budget 
of several million. 
Founder, and Presi¬ 
dent, Phyllis Pat¬ 
terson is leading 
{her staff] into a 
future built on 
the permanent 
re-creation of 
the past." And, it 
seems, a permanent 
re-creation of me¬ 
dieval punctuation. 
10 Salem, West 
Virginia, has an 
apple-butter 
festival. 

12 Berkeley 
Springs, 

West Vir¬ 
ginia, has 
an apple- 
butter 
festival 

13 Burton, 

Ohio, has an apple- 
butter festival Uri“ 
satiated West Vir¬ 
ginians back up 
Route 7 dear back 
to Wheeling, 

15 Midpoint of In¬ 
ternational Mi¬ 
crowave Month. 
Only 16 days Jeff 
to celebrate the 
technology that en¬ 
ables us to visit a 
convenience store, 
select a cellophane- 


encased log of con¬ 
gealed foodstuffs 
and, seconds later, 
consume a warm 
burrito, 

20 The Johnston 
Sc Murphy Shoe 
Company airs its 
new television ad 
campaign, which, 
says the company, 
"will fly into the 
teeth of traditional 
dress-foot wear 
marketing." In¬ 
trigued as we are 
by this news—we 
knew neither that 
dress-foot wear 
marketing could 
fly nor that it had 
teeth—we ll stick 
to After Six 
pumps. 

27 Fred De Cordo¬ 
va turns 8 i. 

31 New Yorkers in 


the mood for 
bizarre spectacle 
have a choice be¬ 
tween Greenwich 
Village's Hal¬ 
loween parade, 
where participants 
dress as everything 
from Jayne 
Mansfield to fresh 
produce, and The 
CBS Evening News, 
where Dan Rather 
turns 60.J 
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One Man's Secret Obsession 


Y:k®o C*fy 



“Half my customers. they talk only French’ So Le is 
French and Mefis English T'—Ab ratiam. the manage 


America Le Beautiful 

The USA has always prided itself on being a classless society, one uncleft by 
rigid distinctions of privilege. But deep in the Yankee breast kirks the fear 
that we're really classless in the other way—which is to say, not very classy. 
We're a nation afraid that we're going to be caught using the wrong fork at 
a dinner party. And even though our forefathers rejected the notion of titled 
nobility, we gravitate toward entertainers with names like Prince, Count 
Basie, Duke Ellington and Elvis, the King. In recent years, Americans have 
discovered a delightfully easy method of splicing the class gene: the simple 
application of the French masculine definite article to any product or service. 
Everybody understands k. It’s just like the, only classier. With just two let¬ 
ters, you can—as they say in the fashion trade—walk your whole look up¬ 
stairs, Like all great tilings American, /e-mania has spread to Britain. Bur 
the true home of the trend is right here, the center of what J like to think of 
as Le World, Its becoming a pretty classy place, —Harry Shearer 




This establishment, which consists of "private rooms 
with hot. tubs," was recently renamed Splash, explains 
Ruth, the manager. However, she agrees that the erst¬ 
while U added "a touch of class." 
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Pholographs by Harry Shearer 
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le house was a package-—ii was 
more than just foe house."-Erie 
Elder, real estate salesman 





OCTOBER W? $#*¥V? 


Research assistance by himk Bel! 































































































































•r- 



and Mario Thomas? 


Chita Rivera 


Rod Steiger 


and Gertrude Stein? 


Jamie Farr 


and Alice B. TokJas? 


Mick Fleetwood 


and the Shroud of 


and Greg Louganis? 
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Meet the Nohelists! 


■ 



This Month s Question: What do you 



think ot the American League s 


desionatecJ-hitter rule? 


Dr. William Fowler, 1983 Nobel Prize in 
Physics: "I would say, in general, I am 
opposed to it* 1 just have the old-fash¬ 
ioned view that a team is made up 
ot nine players on the field and 
the pitcher should bat like 

everyone else_When I 

was a boy, going back to 
Forbes Field (in Pitts¬ 
burgh) with my father, there were 
very lew substitutions* in fact, 
pitchers in general pitched nine 
innings. Now the pitcher pitch¬ 
es five or six innings, just 
enough to get fitted for a 
win. And if his team’s winning, why, out he comes and in 


conies someone else." 


Dr. James M* Buchanan, 1986 Nobel Prize in Economics: “As a 

professional economist, I think baseball, of all games, has a 
capital value in maintaining the same rules, more or less, 
through time. Ail the statistics and everything are based on 
that, and if you change the structure of the game* you destroy 
the capital value. So 1 think it was very bad for the American 
League to put that in there. 

“Talking about baseball, there is one thing 1 w r ant to com¬ 
plain about. 1 think they have nearly destroyed the game by 
putting those goddamn big television screens out in the 
center field**,.I’m sure it must affect the players too.” 

Dr. Herbert Hauptman, 1985 Nobel Prize in Chemistry: “Not only 
am I not an expert in the field of baseball, but I believe I am 
most ignorant... .1 don't think I've ever watched a baseball game 
in my whole life*... It seems to me that if pitchers are such bad 
hitters, letting someone else hit for them is a brilliant ideal But 
is it right? Well, it seems to me that a rule is a rule. If it's ap¬ 
plied evenly throughout, then 1 have no objection to it. But if it 
were up to me to decide the rules, 1 would not include it, 

‘In scientific research, which is my game, we have a situa¬ 
tion that might be a scientific-research equivalent to base¬ 
ball’s designated-hitter rule; A senior investigator and a 
graduate student might be working together on a problem, 
and the graduate student might make the major contribu¬ 
tion to a spectacular discovery. If an award were given, the 
senior investigator would get the prize, and the student 
would get no recognition at all. Ls this analogous!'” 

—Gregg Stebben 
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SCHWARZENEGGER, THE DRUGGY MUSE (AND GIRLFRIEND) OF 
RODERT MAPPLETHORPE, THE NATIONAL SWEETHEART OF JAPAN AND 
THE ADOPTIVE DAUGHTER (AND GIRLFRIEND) OF THE FAMOUS, 
DRUGGY SCIENTIST WHO TALKS TO DOLPHINS. IN OTHER WORDS, HOW 
THE SEVENTIES BECAME THE EIGHTIES, AND THE EIGHTIES BECAME i 


THE NINETIES. 


NON! OH HER EKlENDS HAVE SEEN LlSA LYON IN WEEKS. NUT GREGORY POE, THE 
custom-dot hi rig entrepreneur from Tokyo via Westwood, with his blond Armani 
crop, brown Armani tan and the cosmetic blue coating on his tongue ("Picks up 
my eyes, don’t you think? 1 '); not Brian Murphy, die Dean Stockwdl—style Sensitive 
who runs BAM Construction in Sanra Monica and designed Lisa's first loft to look 
like the Kill Course at the Rangers school in Fore Benning (chain-mesh prison 
doors, razor accordion wire curled along the ceiling, knife-throwing pit with 
human-size dummies); nor Carol Rosin, a former space-and-missile consultant lor 
GE and IBM who now runs an outfit dedicated to befriending those folks who 

may exist beyond the planet Uranus_"Since she got involved with Dr. John 

Lilly,” Poe says incredulously, "Lisa's become even more exotic than us! 1 mean. 


PHOTOGRAPHED FOR 5PY BY MOIGAK B AZlHt 
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Makeup and hair by Jasmine Mand ct? lor Celestint. 











she s m Gnostic rustical ion out chert/ 1 matrix boots and the faraway look ot the sexually sated; Lisa standing up, 

"Out there" is 20 miles up the coast back turned, cheeks cocked, legs stopped only by the floor, 

from Sunset Boulevard, along Route l, A corkscrew staircase leads to her bedroom. A mattress focuses the eye in a 

past the seedy glamour of the Malibu kind of nave, hundreds of photos and drawings flapping like bats in the mild 

Colony’s mini-mall, past Pepperdine Lh sea breeze, mostly ‘religious '; the Virgin of Guadeloupe, a rabbit on a cross, 
and Paradise Cove, where Topanga Krishnamurti, cosmic cheesecake,,♦. 

Charlie Manson used to drive his bus- She's lying on her side, a baby bottle near her breast, her arm stretched 

load of lethal hippie chicklets to skin- over a Neu> York Times story about the saturation bombing of Iraq. 

ny-dip in the Pacific before they went ’Lisa." 

to work at night. Lisa's place is out on She doesn’t move, 

the spit of land called Point Dume, a "Lisa?" 

sort of moor favored by southern Cali- She groans and flinches, looking as small as a child, L.A.'s palest flower, 

fornia artists and eccentrics™Bob Dylan ' Lisa, you all right?" 

lives just down the mad. Nothing. 

You park on Wandermere and push Above her, scrawled into the headboard, it says, This is my flesh which 1 

the buzzer in the high wooden fence give you as a token of myself." 
surrounding the ranch" where Lisa "Lisa, Lisa!’" 

rents an A-frame. She doesn’t answer, as She doesn't wake up. 

she'd warned she might not, even 

though its 3:00 p.m.: T keep vampire ■■ 1GHT YEARS ago Ijsa Lyon was a media phenomenon, flexing her 

hours," she d purred in her feline basso. L torso and enigmatic smile in Vogue, Esquire, Time and Rolling Stone, trading 

You go around through the blue door at I cracks w ith Lectcrman, hefting ex-pal Arnold Schwarzenegger on her 

the side, as directed, and enter a maze- k shoulders to promote her exercise book, Body Magic. When in New York 

like grid of tiny stalls filled with full- she’d hit the Saint—then ground zero for Manhattan's androgynous night 

grown horses. The effect is surreal, a zo- shift—as the muse of Robert Mapplethorpe, the "S&M" photographer who d 

ological miniature-golf course designed immortalized her as a black-leather bride in l^ady\ his first art book and the 

by Lewis Carroll. An old hunting dog sou tee of his early fame. The daughter of a Westwood orthodontist-co-t he¬ 
rn akes a palsied show of force, barking stars, Lisa had won the first world women's bodybuilding championship in 

inaudibly, then gives up, Another high 1979 and subsequently become spokesperson for the sport during four years 

wooden fence, with Tibetan cowbells on as an on-camera commentator for NBC. At five foot three, 105 pounds, with 

the gate and a sign: by appointment rocker hair and cute feminine moves, she'd put a human face on female body- 

ONLY! The deck is rotted through. So is building* which until then had been perceived as an activity for hormone 

the rope hammock. freaks and closet cases. Moreover* working with Ben and joe Welder, the Sam 

A sliding door is partly open, wind Goldwyn and L. B, Mayer of men's bodybuilding, she’d turned it into a 

chimes bringling, and whoops, whoops, growth industry, helping invent the Miss Olympia competition along the 

its 1976 again “languorous planrs, por- way. And she’d signed with Barry Frank ar Mark McCormack's prestigious 

tentous beads, a profusion of candles IMG sports-management group and was hustling a line of T-shirts and a per- 

and hex signs and books. But not fume, LISA, which came in a glass bottle shaped like a fist. She was gorgeous, 

Tolkien, no Gurdjieff—hip literacy has sexy, verbal, with a fire-hose velociry when she got turned on. The question 

moved on, and Lisa's fioor-ro-ceilmg was, what turned her on? 

shelves groan with Politics of the Family, ’'She could have been anythingY' wails Roz, her long-suffering mom, be¬ 

tween sips of tea at 

“She could have been anything ,’ 1 wails Roz, Lisa's long-suffering mom the quiet Lyon 

home. ' She was 


Portable Jung, Wittgenstein, Nietzsche 
and all the works of Dr. John Lilly: Sim¬ 
ulations of God, The Center of the Cyclone, 
The Deep Self. *.. 

Except for the hringling there's no 
sound. A waterbed has been exorcised 
and its frame converted into a capsule 
office. Every inch is covered with 
memos and letters and Eiewspaper clip¬ 
pings* tapes, pill vials and hot pho¬ 
tographs of Lisa Lyon by Helmut New¬ 
ton, Robert Mapplethorpe and Marcus 
Leatherdale: Lisa sprawled on a couch 
wearing only a motorcycle jacket, dom¬ 


en m laude from UCLA—language and anthropology! She could dance, she 
could act. She was such a shtarker with that mouth, she could have been a 
lawyerY “Genius is a hard word to play," offers Geordie llormel, an old friend 
who looks like a Furry Freak Brother and is an heir to the meat-packing for¬ 
tune, "but if you used it with her, you wouldn't be wrong." “She's good," in¬ 
sists Melrose Sprague, the ex-wife of one of the owners of Golds Gym* where 
Lisa’s career began, “but she spends a large part of her life fighting demons/' 
"She’s about extremes," says photographer Lynn Davis, an intimate friend of 
the late Mapplethorpe's. "Lisa's time with Robert—which everyone thinks of 
as Sodom and Gomorrah'—was a relatively mild interlude for her. Robert was 
in love at first, but he couldn’t keep up." 

When she was peaking in the eighties, Lisa would breeze into Manhattan, 
unfurl her lace-and-latex wardrobe at Mapplethorpes Bond Street loft, un¬ 
pack her ’voodoo box" C’Lisa believed in gening power any way she could/' 
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smiles Marcus Leatherdale), snort some coke, 
smoke some PCP and hit the phones. There 
were strategy sessions with Susan Kaiser Vogel, 

Timothy Leary's girlfriend and the director of 
Lisa's iiving-arr nude-sculpt ore installation at 
UC Irvine; there were ongoing wrangles with 
Roz, who supported her daughters extravagant 
"experimental life-style" with a seemingly bot¬ 
tomless trust fund; there was her social schedule 
to sec up with photographer Marcia Resnick, an 
Hast Coast kindred spirit who loved bad hoys 
and drugs, too. 

Together, Lisa and Marcia were a daunting 
sight; they'd rendezvous at Resmcks infamous 
Canal Street loft, where on any given night you 
might run into the late guitarist Johnny Thun¬ 
ders with his destmcto crew of biker-junkies, or 
the late John Belushi, on the third day of a coke 
run, wearing a FLO terrorist mask and a T-shirt 
that said eat the rich. "Sure, we were both 
JAPs,” Marcia laughs now, "but smart JAPs. We 
saw the potential in the scene. We weren’t 
just—you know —crazy Leatherdale recalls the 
two “women in black" slanting effortlessly 
through the hard-ticket door at the Mudd Club when that was world hip 
HQ. “They looked like the Weird Sisters," says Leatherdale, who is known 
below Houston Street as "Mapplethorpe's last white boyfriend," "but 
attractive, especially Lisa. She had that square, strong jaw, like Grace Kelly in 
High Noon * 

Her took, like Twiggy's before her (in fact, it was a reaction to Twiggy), 
seemed to embody something that was in the ait as the seventies became the 
eighties: feminist ideas about strength and independence overcoming the 
neurasthenic, nearly starved ideal, and reconciled with pure narcissism—the 
wily, old-fashioned kind that knew the worth of a pound of flesh. "A pretty 
girl," Lisa once told The Washington Post , "can sell anything/’ "You should have 
seen her with the NBC execs, frank remembers. "She absolutely charmed 
them, jiggling around in her little black tights and microskircs and with the 
super rap. But Lisa lacked focus. She was all over the map. 1 used to get the 
weirdest calls from her at two o’clock in the morning. She’d go on for hours," 

Prank is a bright, aggressive man who prides himself on understanding the 
vagaries of the marketplace, but his new client was unclassihable, It was as if 
she’d resurrected the sexual clout of Marilyn Monroe, stoned it on sixties 
drugs, cross-dressed it as A Ido us Huxley, then muscled through the doors of 
perception into the xMedia Eighties. Writers like Bruce Chat win and Susan 
Son tag struggled to define her as a sculptor whose raw material is her own 
body." and an example of "the erns of photography”; critics like Richard 
Howard and Ingrid Sischy argued that she "subvert[ed] the conventions of fe¬ 
male iconography" and embodied "articulate contradiction itself': muscles 
and nipples, in short; intellect and ass. Madonna ten years early and 85 IQ 
points smarter. Unfortunately, Lisa couldn't sing, 

Other people who'd worked the same turf—Bowie, Nureyev, even Patti 
Smith—had at least been marketing something tangible: a record, a season of 
performances, a book of poetry. Lisa simply showed up nude, unannounced, in 
a cloud of cerise smoke on a Los Angeles college stage, or in faraway Tokyo, or 
(clothed) as a network commentator for a sport she increasingly found "bor¬ 
ing" and "limiting/’ She was willing to hustle, but it was essence she was 
about—a little late as a hippie, iar too wild as a yuppie, Franny Glass on acid. 

A transitional figure, then, something like Warhol—a Concorde ride be¬ 


tween the immediate past, when cul¬ 
ture still required content, and the elec¬ 
tronic present, where images are real. 
Placed in the position of defending her 
women's bodybuilding championship, 

she refused, outraged a 3itrie that people 

failed to see the redundancy; booked on 
Donahue and expected to flirt with Dom 
DeLuise, she couldn’t conceal her physi¬ 
cal revulsion; asked by Mapplethorpe 
why she didn't simply "become a movie 
star," she dropped her Grace Kelly jaw, 
finally comprehending the distance be¬ 
tween them. 

It was as if she’d married true, libid¬ 
inous rebellion to talk-show flackery, re¬ 
alized her mistake and opted for di¬ 
vorce. But by then it was too late: she’d 


Lisa models a portion 
of an ensemble by Issey Miyake, 
1983, top, and, bottom , her own 
fash ion-forward design—snap-oti 
tail with cowboy boots. 
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already been subsumed by intellectuals 
and hacks into Americas dream loop, 
which at the moment of her emergence 
was equating muscles with corporate 
feminism, muscles with retooled patrio¬ 
tism, muscles with everything desir¬ 
able. Worse, other female icons ( Jane 
Fonda) began calling up, asking for 
marketing advice on their awn 'exer¬ 
cise" projects; physical movie stars 
(Richard Gere) began sniffing around, 
going on about "women warriors' ( l 
was the last stop for a lot of guys who 
were—uh —finding themselves"); burnt- 
out gurus looking for a pit stop (Tim 
Leary, Allen Ginsberg) drafted her as 
leader of “the Next Wave of American 
Women"; and her couplings and uncou¬ 
plings with pop culture's great and 
near-great (Dennis Hopper, Map¬ 
plethorpe, Huey Newton and finally Dn 
John Lilly, a radical scientist whose 


(through Stanton), who was so smitten that he used to Send his limo to UCLA 
to pick her up after class; Rafelson, through Nicholson; Schwarzenegger, 
through Rufelson (though she claims they were "just friends/’ people who 
knew them both laugh at that description; "Schwarzenegger's a horse," says a 
fellow actor, "She used to call him Trigger"), 

"Arnold was an incredibly straight guy then, taking business courses at 
UCLA, wearing awful sport shirts and Sperry Top-Siders/' Lisa purrs now. 
"He'd just done Stay Hungry with Bob, and though I'd danced and studied 
kendo (Japanese bamboo-sword fighting], 1 was pretty w‘eak and unsure of 
myself. After we met, 1 watched him work out at the World Gym, saw what 
you could do with force of wilt, and bingo'’ 

Actually, Lisa had been working out at the UCLA gym with Richard Keel¬ 
ing, a music-ethnology teacher whom she briefly w r ed, But Roz felt her 
daughter had married beneath her and when Richard was busted for selling 
singer Tim Buckley the bag of heroin that killed him irt 1975, Lisa left: "l 
went into [the marriage] for the sense of danger, sort of knowing he'd get me 
into trouble, but 1 couldn't stay with him," 

By now she'd discovered PCP, an animal tranquilizer popular in a debased 
form called angel dust in south -central LA., where the Crips and Bloods used 
it to fire up their fighting spirit, Lisa claimed it had the opposite effect on 
her; "I'd been diagnosed as manic when I was 16, so PCP would calm me 
down. Everyone's biochemistry is different." Lisa used PCP, sometimes spar- 


Richard Gere began sniffing around. “I was the last stop for a lot of guys who were 


uh — finding themselves,” says Lisa. ingly, sometimes in binges, for the next nine years, 

“What's fabulous/’ says Gregory Poe, "is that all during this peri¬ 
od when she was winning the bodybuilding championship and representing 
California sunshine and vitamins on TV, she was absolutely whacked on dust, or 
acid, or cocaine! And she was stunningly beautiful anyway! The network peo¬ 
ple and the judges had no idea!" 


ideas on drug use made Leary and Ken 
Kesey look like Disney guides) only 
complicated matters. Lisa was afraid 
that her higher aspirations were being 
ignored just because she was easily 
bored, that she was beginning to be 
seen as some kind of RoboSlut—part 
Hecate, the Hebrew Demiurge; part 
Brigitte Nielsen, the Vampire of Hoi ru¬ 
by Hills. 


G VIE DIRECTOR BOB RaFHLSON 



T he scene at Gold's Gym, then located at 2nd and Broadway in 
Santa Monica, was arcane, a formalization of the open-air road show that 
had been playing on Muscle Beach since World War II, but supplement¬ 
ed with steroids and other postmodern condiments, Ken Sprague, a hand¬ 
some bodybuilder and sometime gay-porn star, managed the place ambitious¬ 
ly, however, determined to lift it out of the gay ghetto the way Bette Midler 
had lilted camp cabaret singing out of the bathhouses. In addition to the 



met Lisa Lyon at a idollywood 
party thrown by Bert Schneider, 
then key man in the ultraliberal 
social network that moved the town in 
the late 1970s. He remembers her 
"dancing on the level above me," and 
glancing up to feel a jolt like a stun 
gun—"This knockout girl, she must 
have been 19, gave me the longest wink 
I'd ever seen! 1 mean, I'd never been 
winked at like that before." "He told me 
I was the greatest white fuck he’d ever 
had," Lyon says now, dryly, 

Lisa pursued the men who interested 
her, always smart hitters, in the classic 
Hollywood manner: Harry Dean Stan¬ 
ton, whom she picked up on Santa 
Monica Pier and nursed through nu¬ 
merous drinking jags; Jack Nicholson 


anonymous beef queens pumping up, oiling and admiring one another. Gold s 
boasted Lou Ferrigno and Arnold himself, both Mr. Universe title holders 
destined for greater things. But Lisa was the first woman in the place. When 
she appeared in 1977, the men dismissed her as a groupie or a fag hag, but 
Lisa quickly developed an aesthetic of the body that left Chief Jay Strongbow, 
Don "Ripper Savage 7 Ross and other ordinary musclemen standing around 
with their towels flapping, Lisa wasn't just a bodybuilder—she was, she said, 
"creating a new standard of beauty/' an "evolution of the concept of feminini¬ 
ty." Why, she demanded, "should muscles be considered masculine? If you see 
a tiger bounding through the forest, you don’t think of it as male or female.'' 
Moreover, why shouldn’t the body mirror the spirit? 

Ken Sprague watched Lisa's progress as avidly as Fag in watched Oliver 
Twist s. After months of obsessive work she could dead-lift 265 pounds and 
squat 285, nearly a record and definitely box office. Although never ripped or 
even ridged like subsequent bodybuilders Rachel McLish and Gladys Por¬ 
tuguese she did possess wonderful trapezius muscles and quadriceps and pro¬ 
jected a feline sexiness just scary enough to be provocative. Sprague persuaded 
bodybuilder Tony Pearson to let Lisa make a "guest appearance' 7 with him at 
the Mr. Los Angeles contest of 1978. Other appearances around town foi- 
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lowed, with Schwarzenegger push mg press and forcing doors open. The fol¬ 
lowing year culminated in her winning the first women s bodybuilding cham¬ 
pionship. A year later Sprague sold Golds for a reported $5 million and fled 
north before the fitness fad fizzled. 

N ow Lisa was in New York a lot, a place she'd shunned behore ue- 
t&use “I wanted to arrive working —I didn't want to be just another per¬ 
son trying to make it/' Lisa met Mapplethorpe at a party Marcia 
Resnick rook her to in SoHo. H Robert didn't know what to expect when 
1 told him about this crazy girl from L.A., says Marcus Leatherdale. 'I guess 
he thought he was going to meet the bearded lady or something." And when 
he heard she was with Resnick, he almost canceled, because “Robert and Sam 
[Wagstaff, Mapplethorpe's ex-lover and patron, also deceased] were embar¬ 
rassingly anti-Semitic. 1 mean, they both said the worst things," 

Mapplethorpe would make an exception for Lisa; "It was the first time I’d 
Seen a form like that," he told an interviewer "It was hard to believe this lit¬ 
tle girl could have this form/’ Rande Guchi, now an art consultant for Mit¬ 
subishi, then an intimate of Mapplethorpe's and a business associate of Lisa’s, 
describes their connection as "mythical"; "You might say they used sex as the 
raw material of art/' They went on legendary drug binges as a way of break¬ 
ing down the barriers that kept their "sexual selves prisoner." "Ac Robert's, it 
was runny eggs and cocaine, instant coffee and MDA, laughs Leatherdale, 

To see them together was to watch a kind of alchemy. Photographed on 
the dedication page of Lady (which had been published in 19ff3 to great fan¬ 
fare in art circles, with exhibitions ar the Leo Caste 11 1 gallery in New r York 
and the Gagosian in Los Angeles), they even look alike, beyond the bad sun¬ 
glasses and slouched cool—a consummation of the androgynous dreams of the 
previous 20 years (as Oscar Wilde and Nijinsky were consummations of earli¬ 
er romantic decadence). ‘I am your eternal bride,” Lisa wrote to Robert, "your 
slave and your mistress, your lack of rest, the cold and foamy sea." 

Bur postmodern too, racing around in a black-leather publicity machine, 
taking the rough downtown scene uptown to titillate Roberts arty connec¬ 
tions: dinners at Maxi me de la Falaises East Side aerie; drinks at Carolina and 
Reinaldo Herreras; parries with Suzie Frankfurt, the socialite interior design¬ 
er. .. .Evenings would begin with midnight dinners at Odeon and Indochine, 
then twist through the Saint, the Anvil, the Mineshaft. Mapplethorpe intro¬ 
duced Lisa to scenes of spectacular degradation but pointed out how willingly 
the "victims ' of fisting, beatings, golden showers and elimination sought Out 
their "tormentors" —"Sexual violence is just working things out in a construc¬ 
tive way," he said. "'Resides, the wounds heal fast." 

What Lisa found in Robert's rebellion was something like sibling recogni¬ 
tion, something like the gothic obsession of Withering Heights: "With Robert 
l never had to try. 1 never had to contrive. I had total trust in him." They did 
Lad) as a public version of their nights together, 112 images of the "woman" 
in the dreams of all the downtown people they knew, a sort of Paul Bowles 
bestiary, or a private collection by Egon Schiele — the serpent nun, the sadist 
bride. Aphrodite with *38*.*. 

After one such night of hell in San Francisco, where they were touring to 
promote Lady , Lisa remembers Robert telling her that it would be “ a very 
hip book for the Midwest, where anyone who is slightly perverted will have a 
great attraction to ic + \..You see, we were both interested in the same 
things—stiff black cocks. One of my boyfriends was Huey Newton, and we 
came up with the idea of doing some photos or an installation of a bathhouse 
glory hole with Huey and some of Robert's models from his Black Book at the 
Dokumenta exhibition in Kassel, Germany. There would be this line of penis- 
es. I 'd be sucking them off." 

Robert dropped Lisa off at her hotel that night after '"holding my hand. It's 
mv most romantic memory of him." 



Giddy Bp! Tap T Lisa takes 
Arnold for a ride back when tie 


was a nerd; bottom, Lisa the 
artist being slathered in graphite 
under the supervision of her 
surprisingly normal-looking 
mentor, Susan Kaiser Vogel 

B y 1983, Lisa had graduated 
from bodybuilding, impatient 
with its male-dominated compe¬ 
tition neurosis" and "blatant com¬ 
mercial ism," and found herself living at 
her moms again, a depressing circum¬ 
stance—her dad having died of cancer. 

Her NBC Contract had lapsed, so she 
tried a disastrous stint as hostess of a 
Playboy Channel "life-style" program 
( "Can’t you say ’fuck' more?" pleaded 
executive Jerry Adler, "This isn't sexy 
enough!’'). Eventually she was reduced 
to doing Oni magazine shoots, and con¬ 
sequently her PCP intake increased. 

She began a crazed affair w r ith Dennis 
Hopper, who was living at Larry Flynts 
Bel Air mansion and shooting a 
celebrity pom layout for llustier. For a 
few weeks Lisa helped out, until the 
party was broken up by the LA PD 
SWAT team. Then Rande Ouchi called 
with a fabulous offer to go to Tokyo. 

It seemed that designer Issey Mi- 
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Gaijin A-go-go: 
Above, Lisa flexes an 
the cover of a 
Japanese department- 
store brochure; left * 
the gold-painted, 
nude performance art 
that hit Japan harder 
than baseball 



yakc had fallen in love with a Helmut 
Newton shot of Lisa hanging from a 
trapeze in her 3off, Shozo Tsurumoto, a 
successful magazine publisher who had 
a loose arrangement with Miyake, saw 
her in a Susan Kaiser Vogel "living in¬ 
stallation," nude but for a layer of 
graphite, and immediately offered to be 
her ’manager tor Japan/’ Soon Lisa 
found herself in a series of art events 
produced with the Laforet shopping 
center called "The Next Wave of 
American Women/' She preceded 
Melissa Fen ley* Cindy Sherman and 
Laurie Anderson; before long she was 
earning $10,000 a day. 

Lisa was nervous going in* so in ad¬ 
dition to Ouchi, who spoke fluent 
Japanese, and Kaiser Vogel, who was 
directing what would be Lisa's greatest 
piece, she signed on a character who 
used the name Frankie Desiderio. 
Frankie was a Gold’s veteran; a drill- 
mas ccr for Drummer , a gay-S&M porn 
magazine; and a convicted felon (dope* 
prostitution). “He was just what she 
needed at the time," says. Kaiser Vogel 
wryly 

The Lyon troupe would bivouac at 


the President Hotel, then proceed to live workouts by Lisa and Frankie* with 
Mao-size portraits of Lisa as counterpoint. In the evenings* the Laforet per¬ 
formance space would be converted into a minimally elegant set suggesting 
the tarot and the phases of the moon. The piece was called Contemporary 
Alchemy: Evolution Ritual and was meant to evoke “the endless energy within 
woman/' Staged over several hours in 22 poses that moved as imperceptibly as a 
glacier while sounds of rain, flapping clothes and random speech wove a “female” 
mood, it attempted to surpass even the most advanced notions of art; 'The whole 
physical world is in our bodies," Kaiser Vogel explains now, and what Lisa was 
doing, posing in gold paint* was "integrating" herself by becoming “real" 
before the audience's eyes, an image, a golden statue* confounding “reality" 
by moving. The perfection of her body, her narcissism, were "traps'" where 
most of the audience got "caught/' but these were only “way Stations" on a 
journey to "clarity/' "Lisa knew that to really see, you had to confront your 
own darkness—sexual* emotional and intellectual™and in those days she 
was fearless. In tact, she’s the only person I've ever met—and I was with Tim 
Leary for five years—who could make darkness visible to everyone who saw 
her." 

For the Japanese the pome was moot. Shuzo Tsurumoto had a hit on his 
hands. Lisa Lyon was ubiquity itself through 1984 and '85. She was soon 
drafted by the Seibu department store as its symbol* appearing flexed and 
sensual in a series of ads with cute Japanese kids miming her muscles, and as 
a two-story billboard on the front of I aforec's main building, She had her 
ciwn TV show. She became the muse and mistress of Tadanori Yokoo* a fa¬ 
mous painter who introduced her to serious artists while Tsurumoto fanned 
the popular press. She commuted from California regularly. 

Meanwhile, Frankie was feeling neglected. “He was a nice guy," says Lisa* 

“but he was really dumb." After he learned of Lisa’s involvement with Yokoo, 
he'd bang on her hotel door* wearing only jockey shorts* screaming that she 
was "a nigger-lover," High on coke* he exposed himself in an elevator to a 
mild little Tsurumoto assistant, boasting, "You japs may have won the 
peace, but we still have the biggest dicks!" After he was caught stealing 
cash, Mr. Tsuromoto had him escorted to the airport and deported. 

His replacement was Carlos Soto, a blond Puerto Rican hairdresser who 
looked like Billy Idol. When they were in the States* Carlos lived in Lisas 
Venice loft and gradually became her assistant, secretary and male nurse. 

“She bad unrealistic expectations about what was happening to her in Japan* 
about Tadanori Yokoo*’’ says Carlos. "He was married, an established figure in 
Japanese culture—he wasn’t going to leave all that for a gaijin [foreign bar¬ 
barian}/’ "She was seen as sexy, like Alain Delon or Marilyn Monroe* because 
she was so foreign," explains Rande Ouchi. T don’t think the intellectual 
stuff counted/' “Once you’re overexposed in Japan," says Kaiser Vogel, "your 
market-loyalty factor virtually disappears." 

Lisa had been careful in the beginning to go easy on her drug use. 
Japanese narcotics laws are Draconian* even for marijuana, bur as her stresses 
multiplied— J was in a fight-or-flight state tor weeks at a time"—she suc¬ 
cumbed. She had a pharmacy of prescription uppers and downers, plus co¬ 
caine and PCP* which she crushed into granules and smuggled in with her 
blue eyeliner. "She'd smoke it before going to bed," remembers Carlos, “blue 
and sticky dust—she didn't seem to care. 

“She wasn’t looking good," says Carlos. “She was bloated." Some of the 
pictures taken in Japan at the rime show a matronly Lisa bravely smiling 
among her Asian fans, but with big dewlaps of flesh spoiling the great jaw¬ 
line, “She was missing meetings* I was speaking for her, signing contracts. 

But, you know* I couldn't do it for her." 

Things collapsed in 1986 during the shooting of a Sony-sponsored body¬ 
building TV special in Hawaii, “Lisa was getting incoherent," Carlos recalls 
sadly. "Nobody wanted to go on/ 7 
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I T WAS WKSLH Si If; WAS RECOVERING IN A PRIVATE: HOSPITAL CALLED Las 
E no in as in Pasadena that Lisa first read Simulations of God, by Dr, John 
Lilly, a radical scientist who holds degrees in biophysics and neurophysiol¬ 
ogy and who d worked for the National Institutes of Health, the Navy and 
the University of Pennsylvania, counting among his colleagues Aldous Hux¬ 
ley, Buckminster Fuller and R. D. Laing, Lilly's family owned a Sr, Paul bank 
and Northwest Orient Airlines, so he’d been free to pursue research projects 
independent of grant-oversight committees, which might not have approved 
of his methods; these included "humane" brain probes on animals and mas¬ 
sive self-administered doses of various kinds of drugs—LSD (which he often 
got from the Navy), cocaine and later ketamine, a surgical anesthetic similar 
ro PCP. In the 1960s and '70s, Lilly had extended his research to "tntcrspecies 
communication, ' principally with dolphins, and his experiments became the 
basis for the films Day of the Dolphin and Altered States. In Simulations , howev¬ 
er, Lilly was speaking utterly seriously about his life as an extraterrestrial: "l 
am only an extraterrestrial who has come to the planet Earth to inhabit a 
human body. Every time I leave this body and go back to my own civiliza¬ 
tion, I am expanded beyond all human imagings,,.." Lilly was quick to ex¬ 
plain that what he was saying applied only to someone in the "expanded" 
state, and shouldn't be dragged around to the gas station, the dry cleaner and 
so on; intelligent chemical "tuning,” he said, could be accomplished by 
recording responses set off by drugs manipulating certain "receptor sites’' in 
the brain, and forming patterns of cause and effect. The brain was the hard¬ 
ware of a complicated biocomputer, with circuits, memory chips and the like; 
the mind was its software; beliefs were programs, manipulated by metapro¬ 
grammers—either bad people, like Richard Nixon and J Edgar Hoover, or 
good ones, like himself; tripping into what he called the deep self by inject¬ 
ing, say, 130 milligrams of ketamine was just like voyaging into deep space. 


The "extraterrestrial'’ analogy was only as symbolic (or only as nutty) as the 
Catholic myth of rramubsrantiation, a "learning tool." "Besides," Lilly half 


joked, "anything you believe either is or eventually becomes true." 

For Lisa, sitting in her white underpants while five big attendants hovered 


in the doorway, "programmed’' ro think that she might go nuclear on the 
demon angel dust at any moment, Simulations made a lot of sense. Her 
woman-asTeline-spint notion from Gold s Gym, her explorations of androgy- 


of all the drugs he has taken, [.illy must 
urinate frequently and so made many 
trips to Roz’s immaculate powder room. 
During the course of the evening, Roz 
was horrified ro find that Lilly had been 
relieving himself in the sink. "He’s 
old—it s not easy for him to undo all 
those zippers and buckles’," Lisa says in 
his defense. 

He was a brilliant man, but he’d 
been turned into a junkie by the govern¬ 
ment, " says Carlos Soto, “When he was 
younger, they were always sending him 
things to try, and he believes in experi¬ 
menting on himself " Lilly would arrive 
in Venice around midnight and disap¬ 
pear up the steps to Lisa's part of the 
loft, where ' they would begin talking 
and doing drugs. I know they were 
shooting 100 milligrams of cocaine and 
ketamine together [Lisa denies this], 
and they would go on for hoists, playing 
with each other. For her it was sexual— 
he was impotent, hut he could stimulate 
her, you know? They were pretty loud. 
She was shooting in the same place on 
her ass, so she got a big sore there," 
Carlos is gay, and he was amused at 
Lilly's fascination with "crossing." Cur¬ 
ios sometimes did him up" as Nancy 
Reagan, in full drag. "They were sort of 
making a political joke more than 
doing drag," he says now, "Dr. Lilly was 
too Anglo, you know? I mean, he 
couldn t just go with itl" 


A smitten lack Nicholson used to send his limo to pick Lisa up after class 


nous darkness with Mapplethorpe, her Golden Woman Evolution Ritual from 
Tokyo, were all artistic manifestations of Lilly's scientific experiments. They 
were working toward the same thing! Psychic lifesaving! When Las Encinas 
sprang her, she dug tip hi$ address, sent him some poetry and a couple of 
killer photos, then followed up with a phone call. They met on September 3, 
1986. By May 1987, he'd adopted her as his legal daughter, 

» S IFATHliR -DAUGHTER RELATIONSHIPS OO, THOUGH, THIS ONE WAS UliPlNITi:- 
ly incestuous. Lilly had considered marriage—he'd told his friends Lisa 
had a "steel-trap mind to go with her "outstanding laitssimus dorsi and 
, the "most beautiful neurodiem is try I’ve ever seen," but he'd already been 
married three times, had had "hundreds” of affairs and had 'numerous obliga¬ 
tions," including two other young women he’d felt compelled to adopt earli¬ 
er, He wrote to Roz, asking for a meeting so he could "provide for your 
daughter in my will." 

There was a disastrous dinner in Westwood. Lilly showed up in one of his 
two jumpsuits—at 7 3 he no longer bothered with wardrobe—and according 
to Roz, "he was dirty and smelled pissy." Conversation was difficult, Lilly 
being given to speculations about the composition of asteroids as light chat 
while Roz tended to note status indicators and evidence of solvency. Because 


With Lilly it was always a matter of 
science. Not content with drag, he’d 
mutilated his chest in an attempt to de¬ 
velop breasts. His body looked like a 
pincushion. Once, in frustration at his 
impotence, he inserted a porcupine quill 
into his urethra. And his intellectual 

chcorit's matched his physical experi¬ 
ments. It had come to him in one ol his 
extraterrestrial modes that events were 
being affected by an outfit he called 
ECCO, or Earth Coincidence Control 
Office. ECCO agents were forces for uni¬ 
versal good and had recruited him and 
his friends to carry out their missions on 
Earrh. But they were opposed by anoth¬ 
er network, called SSI, or Solid State In¬ 
telligence, computer life-forms bent on 
ruling all organic creatures, starting 
with whales and dolphins. At one point 
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in 1974, after three weeks ol hourly ke¬ 
tamine injections, Lilly flew to the East 
Coast to warn President Ford and media 
leaders of an imminent "danger to the 
human race involving atomic energy 
and computers/' The White House aide 
who answered his phone call from a 
New York hotel suite politely stiffed the 
doctor, so he Hew to Dartmouth, his old 
medical school, to try to explain matters 
to more sentient listeners. They put him 
in the Mary Hitchcock Hospital. Lilly 
subsequently 'grounded himself, but 
not without reluctance, a sense that he 
was squeezing himself down into a 'lim¬ 
ited vehicle coo small to contain the pas¬ 
senger, 1 But with Lisa Lyon he’d 
glimpsed another chance at expansion. 
"The mind is infinite," he liked to say. 
"It keeps growing dendrites as you keep 
learning/' 

The problem was the body. 

C ARLOS CAME HOME ONE NIGHT IN 
1987 to find the Venice loft dark. 
He called to Lisa, bur there was no 
answer. She'd been to New York, 
to Beth Israel Hospital, to see Robert 
Mapplethorpe, who'd been diagnosed 
with AIDS. She'd gone to his room, 
blasted, looked at him, sick "but trying 

to deny it." and gone into the bathroom 

co smoke PCP, She'd come out loaded, 
lipstick smeared all over her face, insist¬ 
ing she hadn't done anything, “She was 
acting like an absurd child," says Lynn 


agreement. Signed Mapplethorpes would get up to $55,000 at Christie's 
three years later, but unsigned ones were problematic. (He eventually signed.) 

Since her return she’d, been having seizures. At least once a month Carlos 
would find her having spasms, load her into her Mercedes, call Roz and cell 
her to meet him at Cedars-Sinai. But this time he found her in the bathroom, 
blue, her arm in the bowl, Carlos has a nursing certificate, and he got her into 
bed, put cold compresses on her head and talked her awake. He fed her tea. 
He told her she was dying, that she d been Taped by intelligence and that 
he wouldn’t allow Lilly to come to the loft anymore. "It's him or me," Carlos 
said, feeling dispensable, 

"Bur they had a weird thing going. 1 don't prerend co understand it— 
maybe it's some kind of battle for power. Maybe she's even winning,. 

S he's up! The floor creaks slightly; there is a tiny padding— 
hm" wafts down from che A-frame loft, What time is it?" 

"After five. The sun's sinking." 

I don’t like the sun/' she purrs. "Besides the radiation, ir does a 
number on the pesticide they spray along the coast. It actually kills the chil¬ 
dren, Put some music on, will you?" 

For a famous beauty* she spends no time on her toilette. Some lipstick* an 
artfully ripped T-shirt, which shows her areolae. Proud black tights* rocker 
boots, a tail char she lashes like a dancer in Cats. 

She feeds D. D, Puss, her pampered kitty* bumping around in the semi- 
dark—“I hate the light’ —and makes tea, “Can you conceive of a trillion dol¬ 
lars? she says. "Do you know the war in the Gulf can generate that much in 
defense-economy optimism? I mean, it’s like tricking! The big-time arms 
manufacturers and aircraft people get stimulated by the action’ As corruption¬ 
ists go, sweetie, Saddam Hussein is a little jerk compared with Bush!' 

The plan is to go visit Lilly, whom Lisa calls Dad* up on his mountain, but 
first she has to field some calls. Adam Trombly* a maverick scientist who spe¬ 
cializes in seismography and messages from deep space, has checked in from 
Sptiin; Roy Turkman of KPFK Radio, with whom Lisa has been working* has 
called from San Francisco; Marisela Norte, the East L.A. Chicana poet* wants 
to talk about a reading.... 

T don't really plan it* but I'm up all night," Lisa says. “I seem to get mure 
done, you know? And at night, you pick up signals," 


Sexual violence is just working things out in a constructive way,” Mapplethorpe told 


Davis, who was there, ’and it became 
clear to Robert that whatever he was in 
for* this woman wasn't capable of offer¬ 
ing him anything/’ "Robert was attract¬ 
ed to glamour and liked to see his 
friends do well*" says Rande Ouchi* 
who was also there, Lisa was obviously 
falling apart," She’d slumped against 
the walk Tm a little tired," she'd ad¬ 
mitted, "I just have to lie down/' She 
I ell asleep lor four hours* and Map¬ 
plethorpe never spoke co her again. 

She'd come home devastated but also 
terrified of getting AIDS—"Robert 
warned me never to say that we'd slept 
together* but / knew"—and equally 
upset that Robert might not get around 
to signing 1 12 photos from Lady be d 
given her as part of their contractual 
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;? - Lisa. “Besides, the wounds heal fast.” 

“If you've been 

sensitized like ] have* you pick up radio and TV stuff." 

“You mean—without turning on the set?" 

She cakes a baby bottle filled with “lemonade’' trom the fridge, "You’d bet¬ 
ter not'write that, dear. Ready? ' 

S HE NEGOTIATES THE BLACKOUT DARKNESS OH ROUTE I ABOVE TrANCAS 
in the European straight-arm racing style, her Saab 900 whipping right 
on an unmarked roller coaster of a road without guardrails, into the 
Coast range; the rise and fall is breathless, and so is the velocity; fueled 
by nips on the baby bottle* her talk soun matches her speed. Lisa is a big- 
time monologuist, in the awesome league of Neal Cassady and Robin 
Williams. There is a Formula One quality to her sentences, as if she were 
afraid the phrase behind might skid and blow out its syntax if she paused: 

"Your comments are interesting and valuable* she says at one point* fending 
off an attempt to intrude, "but do let me go on," 

What she’s going on about at the moment is her Electromagnetic Theory 
of Psychodynamics* a “synthesis creation" that came out of countless night- 
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shift sessions with Lilly and the other hardcore vets of 
evolutionary science who like to gather at his place 
for marathon bouts of ‘verbal intercourse/' ETF at¬ 
tempts to get at the basis of universal energy, and 
how it impacts on your average Saab driver. Energy, 

Lisa says, doesn't care a damn about anything but it¬ 
self. Man s notions, positing anthropomorphic centers 
like God and the Devil, are just gerbii squeaks in the 
cosmos, irrelevant except to "lower-mind animal 
brains scared of every whiff of transcendence, ff you 
have to play the polarity game, just think ol move¬ 
ment as good, and stasis as evil, (Murky stuff", maybe, 
but she and Lilly arc taken seriously enough to have 
appeared before a UN environmental subpanel not 
long ago,) "Hell, man,, that’s why stimulants are im¬ 
portant!' 1 she says. "That's why they re so feared, so 
bad-mouthed! Anything that wakes you up!" 

"But what if evil is movement toward void?" 

She gives me a look and sends the car into a power 
slide up Decker School ho use Lane, where Lilly lives. 

She suddenly remembers that a lot of bad things have 
happened on this road: when she was 1 2, her dad 
took her for a ride, jammed on the brakes—she taps 
hers expertly—and knocked out her front teeth; re¬ 
cently some hippie dope dealers were found dead 
right about here (she swerves); and Nina, another of Lilly’s adopted 
daughters and a rival for his affection ( She's completely psychotic'), 
nearly drove off the road here\ and of course John had his near-fatal bi¬ 
cycle accident there ..,. 

As we pull into Lilly's drive I'm gripping the upholstery, and Lisa actual¬ 
ly laughs. 

Lilly is waiting to shake hands in his robe and slippers,, sans pajamas. He 
looks like the Man in the Moon on the Conte Luna spaghetti box—tail, pale, 
thin, with elongated, slightly sleepy features, as if he’d been stretched by 
centrifugal force. He leads the way into his kitchen, 

"How old?" he says, 

"Me? Forty-fiveU 
"Where'dja go to school?" 

"Penn. Temple/ 

"What drugs?" 

"Benadryl. Aspirin/’ 

"Read mv books?" 

4 

"Programming mid l\\eta programming . And John Lilly , So Fur.. 

"Didn't write the last one. Terrible book. Pm a much better writer/ He 
looks disappointed and shuffles off to find Lisa. A few minutes later he re¬ 
turns, shuffling past a dining table, a jogging machine and a trapeze, and 
flops on a beat-up couch. He switches on a tape of dolphin sounds. I notice 
the big sores on his tegs as he shows me a recent citation by the AM A. 

Doctor, how would you describe your relationship with Lisa?' 

"We're researchers. Communication research." He smiles, 

"1 mean*./ 

"Personally? She’s my daughter. We don’t fool around anymore/’ 

"What about ketamine? FCP?" 

"No more. Sometimes you just come to the end of a drug/' 

"Do you think you may have hurt yourselves?” 

Absolutely not/’ 

“How do you fed about ECCO and SSI these days?’ 

Tooth problems, I was trying to get in touch with my teeth. 


"What do you think of Lisa's Elec¬ 
tromagnetic Theory?" 

He yawns. "She's a grear showman, 
isn t she? I’ve written her into my will. 
I'm 76 years old, you know.” 


I IS A RETURNS PROM LILLY'S PART OF 
the house, adjusting her ragged T- 
shirt and musing about how the 
i body seems "increasingly irele¬ 
vant'" to her. "Fear and sex, those are 
the great manipulators," she says. She 
looks at me pointedly, swigging on her 
baby bottle, “Isn't Dad great?" ® 
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Family Portraits, California- 
Style: “DacT and Lisa, top; 

Lisa as the Westwood 
orthodontist's daughter, above 
left , and as the radical 
scientist's daughter, above right 
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Institutional anniversaries arc supposed to be occasions for smug retrospec¬ 
tion, forgiveness of old nemeses and boozy utterances of ' What a long, 
strange trip it s been!" But well have none of it—here at SPY lGO head¬ 
quarters* we re just plain disgusted. Consider: Last year we chewed on is¬ 
sues like German reunification, the savings-and-loan crisis and the 
prospect of war in the Persian Gulf, This year we've got a U.S. sena¬ 
tor running around pantsless (No. 3, Kennedys Run Amok), a chil¬ 
dren ’s entertainer sitting in a movie theater partially pantsless (No, 
21, Pee-wee Hysteria) and allegations that an elderly pop singer spent 
some time in the White House pantsless (see No. 25, Kitty Kelley), 
Clearly the world has become a tawdrier place in 1991, and [hat has us 
family-oriented, multiethnic, eco-con sc ions people of The Nineties (No, 
17) uvrried' At our most recent staff meeting—held, as all such meetings 
are these days, in die SPY commons over butter cookies and fruit punch—the 
mood was one of concern. The usual complainers raised the usual sore points 
(worn-out typewriter ribbons, the chronic shortage of rale at the spy baby-changing station, the combined J 67 
softball batting average of the ’ ringers" hired to be our summer interns), but most of us were bent on figuring out 
a way to express our indignation at what we think is civilization's full-throttle descent into Sodom -and -Gornor- 
rahism. We hit upon the idea of supplementing The SPY 100—whose order was determined, as always, by feed¬ 
ing raw data into a trusty old analog computer—with a series of special 1991-in-a-nutshdl appendices. Therefore, 
if you desire grisly elaborations on New York as 197 5 Theme Park (No, 5) or Thelmas and Louises (No. 11), sim¬ 
ply consult Appendix D, s he Ten Most Senseless Murders in New York This Year (So Far)." If you wish to be¬ 
come further enraged at Liz Smith (No, 75) or Steve Ross, CEO of Time Warner (No. 62), take a look at Ap¬ 
pendix C, “Who’s Overpaid, Who's Underpaid," and learn something about Norman Schwarzkopf (No, 60) and 
Tom Clancy (No. 277 on the long, unpublished list) along the way. Proud as we are of our innovative appendices, 
we re sorry to say their presence once again prevents us from expanding, as we had originally planned, to The SPY 
1 , 000 , As a result, you'll not have the opportunity to read at length what we have to say about hose Phone-Sex 
Advertisements on the Ground That Look Like Money (No. 412), Call Waiting (No, 161) and First-Run Syndi¬ 
cated Programs Other Than A nenio and Star Trek: The Next Generation (No. 335). Maybe next year. 




For a few weeks there, wc could almost glimpse that co- 
pa cctic Bushian vision—gradual Soviet democracy, Iraq 
chastened decisively, the Middle East nudged toward rea¬ 
sonableness. But now the USSR is blowing helter-skelter 
into cvcr-smatlcr angry ethnic strongholds, with no one 
sure who’s in control of the nuclear warheads. The san¬ 
itary overthrow of Saddam never quite materialized, and 
he still has hits of nukes, too. The Kurds' uprising, the 
one we encouraged and then declined to back, only made 
their problems worse. And the Kuwaiti oil fields burn on. 
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JOHN SUNUNU 

A tubby Bush aide named Sununu 
Took sleazy trips—ah, but who knew? 

Caught yet unchastened, 

Sununu then hastened 
To buy stamps (and speak ill of Jews too!). 

KENNEDYS RUN AMOK 

Prom Clametht to Porky r ,in three short dec 
You'd think that Teddy——with his son and ex- 
wife just our of treatment and his reputation so 
shredded that Orrin Hatch, for God's sake, open¬ 
ly implores him to lay off the carousing—might 
finally chill out. Bur don't count on it. 


■;uJcn. 
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KEYSTONE HOPS 

Time was when the word pdteeman conjured up im¬ 
ages of ruddy, Rcxkwellian men named O’Malley. 
But in LA. it now connotes racist Terminators; in 
Milwaukee, homophobia and investigative incom¬ 
petence; and in .Sarasota, pointless porn-house raids. 
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3 NEW YORK AS 1975 THEME PARK 

Homicide marathons. Unthinkable fiscal woe. Thou¬ 
sands of city layoffs. A dnrky mayor. Mitigating Factor: 
A hie movie directed by a Van Peebles! 

6 THE KIEFER-AND-JULIA BROUHAHA 

It's just as well: any marriage with a sea-foam-green 
color scheme and Chicago Joe and the Showgirl's star as its 
groom was doomed to failure. 

( THE DEMOCRATS 

Tsongas announced; Gore, Gephardt and Rockefeller an¬ 
nounced— mt\ Wilder and Robb cannibalized each other. 
As Casey Stengel once observed about a no-Jess-sorry col¬ 
lect ion, "Can't anybody play this game?" 

O BLAMING THE JEWS 

Newly released tapes revealed Nixon blamed Jews lor 
the I9b8 Chicago-con vent ion melee; Dr. Leonard Jef¬ 
fries of Ciry College blamed Jews for the existence of a 
black underclass; Alan Dershowitz blamed Jews for 
lacking chutzpah. See also No, 2 , John Sununu, 

V ) SADDAM HUSSEIN 

Okay, you're George Bush. The question is, do you kill off 
this terrific villain you've got here, or keep him around 
in case you want to do a sequel? 

SAINT GEORGE 

Bush's emerging historical profile— 
war v i ctor, t wo-term e r, fore ig n -pel i - 
cy BMOC, honefisherman — may 
very well make future generations 

forget that he vetoed civil-rights legislation, cozied up 
to evil Chinese and Syrian despots and sought to open 
millions of acres of U.S. wetlands to development. 





Well before weenie movie critics started carping chat 
Thelma and Lou he would incite women to homicide, 
Pamela Smart arranged for her teenage pupil-lover to 
eighty-six her husband, and Carolyn Warmus stood trial 
fur the murder of her lover’s wife. Mitigating Factor; The 
woman who blew up Rajiv Gandhi died in the explosion. 



THE MEN’S MOVEMENT 


It only the Wild Man within Robert Rly had emerged 
in, oh, 1975, and killed him. 


13 OUTING 

So prevalent has it become that even alleged rape vic¬ 
tims arc being cured—in the Times, no less. 
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AL O’AM ATO’S BOGUS VINDICATION 
POLITICAL CORRECTNESS 

Suddenly we’re somehow nostalgic for the days when the 
nation s most hateful political extremists were ruddy, 
overfed fundamentalists from Lynchburg named Earle, 
not deadlocked, Birken stuck-wearing white undergradu¬ 
ates staging hunger strikes,. 

THE FIXING OF THE 1980 ELECTION 

THE NINETIES 

If sweetness and sincerity mean so much to us, 
why are Julia Phillips, Kitty Kelley and P. | 

O’Rourke at the top of the best-seller list? 

AS FOLKSV REPLACES TRENDY, 
IV/OkVAQ MAGAZINE THRIVES 

—New York Times headline. November 29, / 990 
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NETWORK DEATH THROES 

All you need to know is, the single hit of the year 
was PRS s The Civil War . 
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w THE CRUMBLING FINANCIAL INFRASTRUCTURE 

First S&T-'s, now insurers and banks. Call this the Disin¬ 
tegration Decade. 
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SANCTIMONIOUS BACKLASH 

When Bush’s health scare prompted a welcome new 
rash of Quayle-tear, the Times's Abe Rosenthal, among 
others, defended the veep as a savvy public servant. 
When 60 Minutes ran an unflattering profile of At 
D'Amato, Ed Koch blasted the program. And when The 
New Republic printed a reasonable critique of the pub¬ 
lishing industry, scores of literary types wrote wounded, 
shrill letters defending those criticized in rhe article. 
See also No. 25 1 Kitty Kelley, 

PEE-WEE HYSTERIA 

What started out as a quiet taking-in of a matinee 
ended up—unfa thorn ably—as global news. 

TRAGEDY GRIDLOCK 

It's sexier, alas, to care about animal rights and rain 
forests than it is to care about the victims of the anti- 
Kurd crackdown, the Bangladesh cyclone and the 
Philippines volcano. 
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w GATES-GATE 

LAPD chief Daryl Gates’s paramilitary reign won’t end 
a moment roo soon; CIA director-designate Robert 
Gates has never adequately accounted for his role in the 
Iran-contra affair; multi billionaire Microsoft chairman 
Bill Gates faces an FTC investigation for possible an¬ 
titrust violations; and historian Henry Louis Gates 
writes too many Times book reviews and opinion pieces. 


THE BALKANIZATION OF THE BALKANS 



ILLUSTRATIONS &Y SARAY SllTT 
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KITTY KELLEY 



She so overplayed her hand that she became second in 
loathsomeness only to her subject, Nancy Reagan, 


ALAN DERSHOWITZ 

Like Ed Koch, loudmouthed Dersh has embarrassed 
American Jewry by appointing himself its spokesman. 


THE SPY 25-48 



DUMB, IMITATIVE MOVIE-HOUSE VIOLENCE 



GULF WAR JINGOISM 


The yellow ribbons; the Lee Greenwood sing-alongs; 
the flag-decorated T-shirts that say THESE colors imjn't 
RUN; the ersatz-19405 conversations about the heinous 
dictator “ and "our troops overseas,'' 


THE AMERICAN PSYCHO CONTROVERSY 

EXECUTIVE-BRANCH RACISM 

The Willie Horton White House now plans to employ 
a ’92 strategy that will stress quotas, Kuwait and 
crime— KKK+ in GOP lingo, 

UNSUCCESSFUL COMEBACKS 

Jim Palmer, Mark Spitz, Norman Lear and Sard is tried, 
pathetically, to reconstitute their 1 970s heydays, 

SUCCESSFUL COMEBACKS 

But as luck would have it, cholera, polio, measles, rabies 
and Burt Reynolds all managed to return to prominence, 

OUR JAPANESE FRIENDS 


THE MEEK SHALL INHERIT GRAC1E MANSION 

The only aspect of David Dinkins that reflects con¬ 
fidence and authority is his backhand. 

"By next spring, at least one of 
these Democrats [Cuomo, 

Gephardt, Wilder, Bradley, Nunn 
and Kerrey] should he at the 
starting gate." 

Newsweek, N ai>ember 12, 1990 

SUPERIORS WHO ABANDON THEIR UNDERUNGS 

Simon & Schuster's Dick Snyder blamed his editors for 
Arnmean Psycho; Max Franked took no responsibility for 
the Times's naming the Palm Beach accuser; and the 
captain of the ship char sank near South Africa was on 
one of the first lifeboats. 






Let us not bash them but celebrate their magnanimity: 
they declined to send troops to the Gulf but still sent a 
belated financial gift; they unbur¬ 
dened the AT&T Building s owners 
of property upkeep; and they kept 
MCA competitive by buying it. 


THE MADONNA GLUT 


HITLER’S BACK! 

Eastern European skinhead- 
ism; ’'Nazi Bart" T-shirts; the computer game that lets 
players run concentration camps. Oh, and David Duke, 
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COLLEGE PRESIDENTS RUN AMOK 

Stanford's Donald Kennedy resigned amid the furor 
over his school s overcharging the federal government 
$135 million. Central Florida University's Steve Alt¬ 
man patronized escort services. And the University of 
South Carolina's James Holderman was convicted of tax 



THE END OF HIGH CULTURE 

It's not that Terminator 2 was the summer’s highest 
grosser. It’s that Martha Graham, Leonard Bernstein, 
Aaron Copland and Robert Motherwell died. 

ECO-PROFITEERING 

Chevron, Texaco and ARCO attached themselves to 
pro-green groups and ad campaigns. No one was fooled, 

GROWN MIN CRYING 

Mayor Dinkins misted up announcing budget 
cuts. So did Clarence Thomas (reflecting on his 
upbringing), Al D’Amato (when let off the 
hook), Norman Schwarzkopf (when he retired) 
and George “Here We Go" Bush, 

CLARK CLIFFORD 

It seems appropriate penance for the consummate D C, 
fixer to cap his 60-year career with the RCCI scandal. 



violations. 

THE REVIVALIST RUT 

Has Seventh Avenue given up on designing anything 
that's nor retro-sixties and -seventies? Judge for your¬ 
self polyester is back, not as camp but as a "plushy, 
feel-good’ 1 —and couture-expensive—microfiber, 

BA8YWATCH 

Pregnancy as publicity ploy: Demi Moore, Annette Bell¬ 
ing, Pregnancy as occasion for a visit from a People re¬ 
porter ; Deborah Nomlle, Meredith Vieira, Katie Couric* 

THE U.VA. DRUG RAID, MAN 



THE THIRTYSOMETHING BEAT 


The limes reported—not in its TV reviews but as stand¬ 
alone news storks —Gary's death, Nancy’s cancer, Michael's 
resignation and Miles DrentelFs management techniques. 



■REALLY, 1 AM PSYCHOTIC! 11 


The con man who inspired Six Degrees of Separation and a 
zany Stephen King fan who says she inspired Misery 
want back pay from the authors. 



DANCES WITH WOLVES 


One woolly-headed New Age paean to Native Ameri¬ 
cans doth nor an auteur make. 
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v J AMATEUR POLITICIANS 

Senator Sonny Bono? Governor Schwarzenegger? Isn’t 
this what England has the House of Lords for.' 1 
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RECYCLED CULTURE 

Ninety-nine-cent forget tables by the Bee Gees, ELO 
and Paul Revere and the Raiders returned in expensive 
CD "anthologies." And it cost $7.50 to see Spar tat us. 

Fit 

zLt: . _ "We Have examined very 

carefully the data from 
the Iran-fraq wan, and we 
are convinced, all fOO of 
u$, military men at the 
Center, that Iraq Is going to 
be a very powerful and determined foe." 
— Rear Admiral Gem La Rat if toe (ret J, director of the Center for 
Defen a Information, in testimony before the House of 
ReprcsentattPes , N oPemher 27, 1 99 0 
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BUFFOONERY ON THE BAYOU 

Democrat turned Republican Buddy Roemers failed at¬ 
tempt at political opportunism makes David Duke's 
chances of becoming governor (of a state with the na¬ 
tion’s nuttiest anti-abortion law) that much better, 

MICHAEL IAND0N GRIEF 

Little Joe s death of pancreatic cancer at age 5*1 was a 
tragedy, but did Landon really deserve more coverage 
than the Warsaw Pact, which expired the same day? 
Would that Mike had gone with the quiet dignity of 
Bert Cnnvy, 

SERIAL -KILLER MANIA 
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From nightmarish sociopathy (Jack the Ripper, Son of 
Sam) to lucrative cottage industry (The Silence of the 
Lambsi American Psycho) to nightmarish sociopathy (Jef¬ 
frey Dahmer), 

THE SUPREME COURT 

1991 rulings: suspects can be detained for 48 hours 
without explanation; illegally obtained evidence can 
be used at trials; federally funded family-planning 
clinics cannot provide certain family-planning 
information. 
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ECONOMIC OVEROPTIMISM 

Don't worry if you missed the recovery: 
another one will be along in just a few 

minutes, 

ROBERT MAXWELL AS SAVIOR OF THE 
WORKING MAN 
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NO-BRAINER MONSTER SLEEPERS 

The incorrect conclusions derived from 
the success of Pretty Woman, Ghost and 
Home Alone: that Julia Roberts is a bril¬ 
liant actress; that Demi Moore is a 
bankable arrress; rhar John Hughes is a 
cinematic genius. 


SOMEBODY’S KILLING THE REPUBLICANS! 

Lee Atwater. John Heinz. John Tower, Frank Rizzo, Is 
Liddy now working for the other side? 

THE DANA PLATO FACTOR 

It's only a matter of time before jaleei White (family 
Matters s. Steve Lfrkel) opens fire on a McDonald s. 

SCHWARZKOPF FOR SALE 

Norm's okay, but like Bob Hope specials on NBC, 
there’s just too much of him. 

DYNASTY ROCK 

The Nelson boys, Wilson Phillips and Scan Lennon: lit¬ 
erally derivative of older, better musicians, 

TIME WARNER 

How fearful of Steve Ross should we be when the 
company he runs is billions in debt and the best he can 
muster is a coercive rights offering whose transparent 
desperation drove the stock down? 

MISS SAIGON 

Ten million dollars and a helicopter would better serve 
an Oxfam famine-relief effort chan ic would a bus-tour 
group in town to see a musical, 

VICTOR KIAM 

Amusing as it was to read the sports press's solemn con¬ 
demnations of locker-room penis waving, the New En¬ 
gland Patriots' owner bungled the Lisa Olson Hap. 

SMART MEN, FOOLISH THEORIES 

An Iowa State professor proposed improving the Earth's 
climate by reducing the Earth's tilt—by blowing up the 
moon with nuclear warheads. A New Mexico scientist 
predicted a calamitous earthquake in Missouri that 
never happened. The National Research Council called 
for airplane engines that would spew thick soot into the 
sky, forming a substitute for missing ozone. 

MORTIUCKERMAN 

The mousy little city miner now wants to build an 
office park at Thoreau's Walden. Mitigating Factor: His 
plans have pissed off Don Henley. 

MAJOR LEAGUE SCHMUCKS 

Lenny Dykstra car-crashed himself out of the Phillies' 
bneup. Jose Canseco, Albert Belle and Rob Dibble at¬ 
tacked farts, Darryl Strawberry' affected religiosity. 
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EXXON VS, EARTH 

Exxon's $1.1 billion settlement with the state of Alaska 
collapsed; now begins wlmt promises to be an eternal, 
monstrously expensive legal barrle. 

UNSEEMLY TELEVISION VERITY 

Televised executions, exorcisms, gallbladder oper¬ 
ations— when will Gcraldo show the Danbury quasi- 
rape video!' 

SALOMON BROTHERS 

Gee, and we thought Liar's Poker was just a metaphor 

OUT, OAMNEP FAT 

Dietary alchemy continues; McLean, Spam Lite and a 
Boston biophysicist's recipe for homemade lean beef. 

VANILLA ICE 

Some have called him the Elvis 
of rap. But Elvis had talent to go 
with the demented sneer. 

CNN’S EGO TRIP 

For five minutes CNN was Murrow on the Philco,, and 
the world was in popover-faced Peter Arnett's thrall. 
Then it became boring old CNN again. 

DONALD TRUMP, ONE CLASSY GUY 

Like a Duraflame log, the synthetically good-looking 
deadbeat is more colorful going down in flames than he 
was silting on top of the heap. He finally divorced him¬ 
self from Ivana, bur not without staging a public settle¬ 
ment-check presentation at which he took potshots at 
the mother of his children, fie remains a visionary; no 
previous owner had thought of taking The Plaza condo, 

LIZ SMITH 

"I let people tell their own versions of their history/' the 
overcompensated former scab said, "What difference 
does it make J " 

NEEDLESS EXHUMATIONS 

Zachary Taylor was disinterred because an amateur his¬ 
torian suspected he had been assassinated; Huey Long's 
killer will be dug up so that Louisiana prosecutors can 
gain insight into his possible motives; and Farrah and 
Ryan were briefly returned to prime time by CBS. 

MICHELE CASSONE 

This year's Jessica Hahn/Sukhreet 
Gabel, who had the gtiod taste to prof¬ 
iteer off an acquaintance's alleged rape, 

CELEBRITY PUGILISTS 

Has-been assholes Mit 
Rourke, Robert Conrad and/ 

Mark Gastineau claimed to 

be boxers. 
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NEVER-ENDING STORIES 

The reversed or reduced sentences of 1980s villains 
Oliver North, Mario Biaggi, Dennis Levine and John 
Mulheren. Robert Gates—inspired reinvestigacions of 
Iran-contra, The return of Drexel Burnham Lambert. 

BACKSEAT DRIVER OF THE FREE WORLD 

Of her handpicked successor, John Major, Margaret 
Thatcher said, "He stands for nothing....He has no ideas." 

THE SCOURGE OF PAY-PER-VIEW 

James Brown's televised comeback concert 
cost the home viewer Si9.93. The Tyson- 
Ruddoek fights $39.93. Will Jerry make 
us pay to watch the telethon? 

SEAN YOUNG 

Looks like herbal tea and relaxation tech¬ 
niques just aren’t doing the job. 

AUTOIMMUNE DEFICIENCIES 

The First Spaniel and the First Thyroid don't need this 
kind of aggravation, 

THE DISNEY REGIME 

Think about it: they commission their own architec¬ 
ture, rely heavily on iconography, issue dictatorial man¬ 
ifestos and bully the people who could be their greatest 
assets (Peggy Lee, Henson Associates, screenwriters), 

SPORTS OVEREXPANSION 

Padres and jazz were awful enough, but the new teams' 
names -Tampa Bay Lightning (NHL). Sacramento 
Surge (WLAFX Orlando Magic (NBA)—are inexcusable. 



“Whatever trampling of feet and 
sneering, whatever slogans, 
whatever jeering from squares, 
it won't knock me off the rails.' 

— thru—Sat ttt preside tit Mikhail G urhaihti at a 
Mt'?ti tig with striking miners, April 1991 
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ELIZABETH TAYLOR’S NUPTIALS 

White-crash groom, met in rehab. Michael Jackson giv¬ 
ing away the bride. If it didn't exist, rhe Enquirer and 
the Star would have to invent it. 

THE TAEL LG I OlFICATlON OF THE TIMES 

Naming a rape victimf Plugging Kitty Kelley 1 User- 
friendly sports! Garry Trudeau on Op-Ed! Km-kyf 

WINNIE MANDELA 

Her Sinatra-esque retinue of thug bodyguards nearly 
threw a wrench into the process on whose behalf her 
husband spent a quarter century in jail, 

LYCRA MADNESS 

Too many people wearing bicycle shorts who shouldn't, 
and looking like worsts squeezing out of their casings, 
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TWf DOORS 

"We ill I feel the sixties are coming back/' said Oliver 
Scone, assuming we, like him, define the sixties as an 
awesome rock concert where naked halm dance around bonfires. 

ED KOCH 

We no longer care how you’re doing, big guy 

PITCHING INI * 

Thirty thousand New York building-service workers 
strike; 30,000 human-interest stories detail how Blaine 
Trump and Pat Buckley take out their own garbage. 
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«^v3 DAN QUAYLE 

What was he worried about when he had the pipes in 
his house checked tor lead? Brain damage? 
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w—r EDITH CRESSQN 

France s John Silber-ish new prime minister and ru^ 
mored Mitre rand hose monkey likened the Japanese to 
ants and British men to women. 


DIX A 


TUB SPY 100: The First Five Yeans 


INFOMERCIALS 

They’re weirdly addictive and scary, especially when it's 
3:15 a.m. and Richard Simmons is crying. 

SAY IT AIN’T SO, HULK 

Steroids? We re shocked — we thought pro wrestlers and 
football players just drank lots of milk. 

NICOL WILLIAMSON 

The / Hate Hamlet star may be the first actor to have been 
a more ruinous critic of his own play than Frank Rich. 

NEITHER RAIN NOR SNOW NOR COMPETENCE . . . 

We d just as soon have paid 30 cents a stamp last win¬ 
ter. Now it looks like we will. 

GOATEES 

Springsteen. Willis. Depp. Stipe. Pee- 
wee. Why? 

AL SHARPTON 

TO; John Landis. RE: Movie proposal. PLOT SUM¬ 
MARY; Portly activist-minister (Fred Berry, Rerun on 
What's Happening!!) junkets to England, where, trailed 
by reporters from the San and Daily Mail {Bob 
Hoskins and Rowan Atkinson) f he accuses the queen 
(Maggie Smith) of sitting atop a ‘’racist empire." Bed¬ 
lam ensues. $ 
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Th e graph below illustrates how a few select individuals and events have 
of the survey's history, and demonstrates the accuracy ol The SPY 100 as 


placed in The SPY 100 over the course 
an empirical gauge of the Zeitgeist. 
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L Trump hartc^d five e nrses.; hih highest unking m the l : 1NK survey, Doniild "Trump, 
f^ndidate fNo in], is used here He .iKu upfctml u> , Acquirer (No, I l); D '1 
BoKinj. 1 Piumottr (N<i. 21], ITT., Author l\"o. 26i). and D.T , Fixer of TJiLin,L:^ We'd 
Almost Rather See Broken i'No. Ml], 

2. QiNLyk- upfiear«J with Lloyd Bent sen m tltr entry Running M;i(es 


.1,. Jn lyW 1 !, every SPY 1<HJ entry wji, given its men TnimpSeeire 1 ", reflet tiny the decree 
m which it w,is rented ki Trump or his ethos, 

I Sharpton appeared .ls; part of thy entry The Briuvlry Bunch- 

5. Koch appeared on I y in the entry Lx Pols as Mouths for Hire. 

6. S&L'i chart ,is p.m nl The Crumbling TinuJidal Infrastructure. 
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APPENDIX B 


me Ten Greatest Lawsuits el 1991 lln No Particular omen 


FRANK MANCUSO V, PARAMOUNT 

COMMUNICATIONS INC . 

Mancuso, who ran Paramount Pictures for seven years, 
sued the studio’s parent company, Paramount Com mu¬ 
ni cations, for breach of contract a tier he was fired in 
March, In May, Mancuso settled out of court for an 
und inclosed amount, believed to be about half the S i5- 
million he had originally sought. 

BLACK & DECKER V, 20TH CENTURY FOX 

Black & Decker sued Fox in December for negligent 
misrepresentation and breach of conrrace on rhe 
grounds that Fox had promised to place a Black & 
Decker Uni volt drill in Bruce Willis's hand during 
one of the key action scenes of Die Hard 11: Die Harder, 
The scene was filmed but did npc make the movies 
final cut. Black & Decker sought SI “>0,000, and set- 
11 cd for an u t id i sc losed am o u n c in j an uary. 

MRS, RODNEY KING V. CITY OF LOS ANGELES 

Mrs. King, the wife of the motorist whose videotaped 
police beating made headlines, sued the city in March 
for $2 million m compensatory damages, in part be¬ 
cause her husband's beating allegedly left him unable 
to perform sexually. 

MICHAEL AND WILLIAM RANDALL V. BOY SCOUTS OF 

AMERICA 

The Randalls, nine-year-old twins from Anaheim 
Hills, California, sued the Scours in February for rein¬ 
statement after they were asked to leave their Cub 
Scour pack for refusing to invoke the name of God in 
the Scout oath. In other Scouts-on-the-dockets news, a 
California judge ruled against a man who sued for rein¬ 
statement as a Scour leader after he was dismissed for 
taking a male date to his senior prom, and the Miami 
Circuit Court ruled against an eight-year-old girl who 
sued to attend an all-male Cub Scouts summer camp, 

MGM V, PINK PANTHER PATROL 



The defendant, a New York group formed to combat 
antigay violence, was sued by the studio in January for 
trademark infringement. MGM, producer of the Pink 
Panther films and animated Saturday-morning series, 
said that while it supported the rights of all minori¬ 
ties, it had no choice hut to defend its trademark. 
MGM seeks damages of $300,000. 


STEVEN ADLER V. 

GUNS N r ROSES 

Adler, Guns n Roses s 

original drummer, sued 
the band in July for un¬ 
specified damages, claim¬ 
ing the other members of 
the group encouraged him to become a heroin addict in 
keeping with the band's bad-boy image and then fired 
him despite his attempts to rehabilitate himself. Guns 
n' Roses is also being sued by Contemporary Produc¬ 
tions. promoters of rhe band's July show in Maryland 
Heights, Missouri, for violating a contractual agreement 
to refrain from "provocative" or ’’dangerous” behavior. 

ROBERT MAXWELL V, THE INDEPENDENT 

In July, Maxwell filed a libel suit agamsr the publisher 
of The Independent, a newspaper of which he is parr 
owner, after the paper reported that Maxwell Commu¬ 
nications was $2 J ! billion in debt. 



PILLSBURY V. SUNSHINE BISCUITS 



Pillsbury sued Sunshine in July for trademark infringe¬ 
ment, claiming that Sunshine s Drox character, used ro 
promote Hyrfmx rookies, was too similar in appearance 
to the Pillsbury Doughboy, In rhe 
suit, Pillsbury accused Drox of being 
“a two-1 egged, puffy, white voiced [r/r] 
character,'' Sunshine, while not admit¬ 
ting to any wrongdoing, agreed to 
change the appearance of its character. 


EVE READY BATTERY CO, V. COORS BREWING CO* 

Eveready filed suit in May, seeking to ban a Coors tele¬ 
vision advertisement from the airwaves. The advertise¬ 
ment, a parody of Eve ready's Energizer campaign, fea¬ 
tured actor Leslie Nielsen dressed in the fam a liar pink 
ears and tail of the Eveready rabbit. A judge in Chica¬ 
go ruled in favor of Coors, noring that Coons's imita¬ 
tion was far from excessive' and that "Mr. Nielsen is 
not a toy (mechanical or otherwise), docs not run on 
batteries, is not 1 inches tall, is not predominantly 
pmk [and] does not wear sunglasses or beach thongs." 


A CUFF ROSE MUSIC V, 2 LIVE CREW 

A tuff Rose sued 2 Live Crew for copyright violations, 
claiming that the rappers’ song “Pretty Woman" was 
too similar to rhe Roy Orbtson song "Oh, Pretty 
Woman," the rights of which are administered by the 
plaintiff, A federal district judge ruled against Acuft 
Rose in January, noting that while Qrbison's song 


refers to the title char- 
to meet," the 2 Live 
her us a “big, hairy, 
in' woman.” $ 






ucter as “the kind Ed like 
Crew track describes 
bu 1 d - h ea d ed, r w o - r i m - 
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APPENDIX C 


Who’s underpaid 


These being the nineties* 
people no longer ooh and 
ash at salaries like Time 
Warner s Steve Ross’s ($78- 
million): they get mad. 
With the list below we join 

Jim Davis, creator of bad* 
predictable comic strips 
Garfield and UAcres: 

$11 million a year from 
syndication, merchandU- 
ing rights and endorse¬ 
ments 



in th is angry populist outcry 

Korean artist at 

Akom Studio in 
Seoul, which exe¬ 
cutes the anima-. 
tion for The 
Simpsons: 

$24,000 a year 



Paul Harvey, grating, pos¬ 
sibly senile right-wing 
radio personality: $7 mil¬ 
lion a year 


Nina Totenberg, corre¬ 
spondent tor National 
Public Radio: $65,000 j 
year (estimated) 


Siskel and Ebert, improb¬ 
ably telegenic movie crit¬ 
ics: $2 million a year 
(combined) 


Teri Shields, stage moth¬ 
er: $120,000 ro be an ex¬ 
ecutive consultant” on her 
daughter Brooke's long- 
delayed film Brenda Starr 


George Odom, star of 
Marry Rich's Straight Oat 
of Brooklyn: $5,000 

Mother Teresa, Calcutta- 
based altruist: no salary; 
room and board covered 
by donations 


Liz Smith, deranged, [ac¬ 
tually i e ui c cura re New sdt?y 
gossipcuse: $500,000 a 
year (estimated) 

Tom Clancy* 

r e d - h a s h i n g 
novelist: a re¬ 
ported $50 mil¬ 
lion for fou r 
books 

Gus Bewona, president of 
Service Employees Inter¬ 
national Union and leader 
of doormen s strike: 

$412,000 a year 


Anna Quindlen, talented, 

iactually accurate Times 
columnist: $100,000 a 
year (estimated) 



Mikhail Gorbachev, in¬ 
creasingly moot post- 
Conimunisr Soviet leader: 
£30,000 a year 


Carlas Guzman, porter in 
Manhattan residential 
building: less than 

$25,000 a year 


Arnold Schwarzenegger, 

good guy in fictional* fu¬ 
turistic sh oot-'em-up 
epic: $12 million lor Ytr- 

w mat or 2 


General Norman 
Schwarzkopf, 

good guy in 
real, present- 
day sho£3t-'e tu¬ 
lip epic: $103,928 a year 



Johnny Carson* threc¬ 
kon rs-a- week, 3"-weeks- 
a-year performer: $18 mil¬ 
lion a year 


Martin Davis* chairman of 

Paramount Co m m u n i ca- 
lions, which earned $23- 
m ill ion in profits in 

1990: $11.3 million 


N R B Q. several-hours-a- 
night* 125-gigs-a-year 
rock band: $4,000- 
$10,000 per gig, spread 
over tour members and a 
manager 


David Glass, CEO of Wal- 

Mart, which earned SI. 3- 
billion in profits in 1990: 

$880*000 


APPENDIX D 


me 


Murders in New York city This Year 


on MBS 


sense ess 
so Far i 


January 10: Quran Hor- 
ton ui Bushwick was shot 
in the chest by a stranger. 
Why? The guy wanted 
Hortonf leather "eight 
ball" jacket. 



January 25: George Gibson, a doorman at a Chelsea dub, 
was shot by a group of club patrons. Why? They resent¬ 
ed his request that they check their ccxits. 


March 6: Pamela and Shakota Andrews of Brooklyn, a 
mother and daughter distraught over Pamela's recent 
miscarriage, invited over their friend Raquel Montano 
and allegedly bludgeoned her to death* tossed her into a 
shopping cart* doused her with nail-polish remover and 
set her on fire. Then they kidnapped Montano’s baby. 
Why? Pamela wanted to present a new¬ 
born to her boyfriend as her own. 

March 29: Joseph Celso and some associ¬ 
ates spotted a graffitist at work near an 
area of Queens called Spaghetti Park, 

They allegedly chased the man for 16 
blocks, doused him with a fire extinguisher and blud¬ 
geoned him to death with baseball bats. Why? 'This was 
graffiti-motivated*" said Sergeant Michael Ciravolo. 
‘They took exception to [the man’s] marking up the 
walls," 

April 10: in Staten Island three men attempted to mug 
two Mexican immigrants, shooting both and killing one, 
Miguel Almazo. Why? El m hoblaba ingles. 

April 19: Seventeen-year-old Carlos Gcraud of Queens 
was shot in the chest while walking his German shep¬ 
herd. Why? His murderers were angry at him for stand¬ 
ing up to their taunts about his dog. 

May 14: Mehmet Ljikovic walked upstairs to the apart¬ 
ment of his Queens condo board's chairman and al¬ 
legedly pumped several 9mm rounds into the chair¬ 
man’s gut. Why? The condo board had sent Ljikovic a 
complaint about the noise his children were making, 
police say. 



July 20: Francisco Crisafulli was showing his son around 
the Bronx factsiry where he worked w r hen two men ap¬ 
peared at the door asking for jobs. One of them fired at 
least three shots from a ,38, killing Crisafulli. Why? No 
jobs were available. 

August 2: Julian Cowell allegedly scabbed his Washing¬ 
ton Heights roommate* Deborah Bowling, to death* dis¬ 
membered her with a circular saw and burned all iden¬ 
tifiable features oft her face. Why? She'd told him he was 
taking too long in the shower. 


August b: Marc Haynes, a I 5-ycar-old from Flatbush* 
was playing basketball in a park when a. teammate sud¬ 
denly stabbed him m death, Why? He’d refused to pass 
the ball, — Cynthia Cot is 
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APPENDIX E 


Alleged Plagiarists and Their Excuses 


It s been said char 1991 has been a banner year for plagiarism. More truthfully, 1991 has 
been a banner year for self-righteous finger-pointers who revel in discovering instances of 
plagiarism.. Below, a brief survey of the excuses made by those who've been caught, 
and/or the punishments they've received. 





ALLEGED OFFENSE 


Stanford University lecturer Richard Tanner Pa scale 
lilted portions of his book Managing on the Edge—How 
the Smartest Companies the Conflict to Stay Ahead nearly 
verbatim, without quotation marks, from a 1986 
Washington Monthly article by Gregg Easterbrook, 


EXCUSE 


Pascale claimed innocence* say¬ 
ing he had cited Easterbrook s 
article in 20 footnotes and 
adding, "I thought very highly 
of Easterbrook s writing, and 1 
used it as a guideline." 




PUNISHMENT 


Stanford's academic committee 
has begun an investigation into 
Pascale's methods; Simon & 
Schuster will correct future 
editions. 


George Carpozi Jr., author of Poison Pen: 
The Unauthorized Biography of Kitty Kelley, 
purchased an article from a bureau chief of 
his employer, the Star, for $100 and re¬ 
sold it as his own work to the London edi¬ 
tion of Penthouse for £750. 



Carpozi admitted he 
had done it to make a 
buck. 


Carpozi was suspended from 
the Star. 


University of Massachusetts-Amhersc historian 
Stephen. Oates plagiarized portions of his best-selling 
biography With Malice Toward None: The Life of Abra¬ 
ham Lincoln I mm the 1952 book Abraham Lincoln, 


Oates denied any plagiarism 
and responded with a 200- 
page, point-by-point refuta¬ 
tion sent to 34 eminent histo¬ 
rians. 


H. Joachim Maitre, dean of Boscofi University's Col¬ 
lege of Communication, delivered a commencement 
address whose content was largely lifted from an article 
by film critic Michael Medved. 


Maitre said he’d distributed 
copies of the article before 
giving the address, proving no 
plagiarism was intended; of 
not crediting Medved during 
the speech, Maitre said he 
"must have slipped into a 
black hole." 


Maitre was forced to resign as 
dean but remains on the faculty. 


New York limes reporter Fox Butterfield Jilted parts of 
his account of Maitre a plagiarism from The Boston 
Globe, 


None given, though a Times 
correction said Butterfield’s 
story had been “improperly 
dependent" on the Globes. 


Butterfield was 
suspended for 
one week. 


University of Tennessee graduate students Peggy Pot¬ 
ter, Charles Hill and Dennis Faulkner, all of whom 
have NASA or U.S. military jobs, copied parrs of their 
professor's master's and doctoral theses in exchange for 
promising rbe professor, Walter Frost, future NASA 
and military contracts. 


Faulkner claimed it had all 
been the professor s idea. 


Twenty-two of the historians 
have announced they support 
Oares, bur the American His¬ 
torical Association has begun 
an investigation. 



Potter was forced to return her 
master's degree and was demot¬ 
ed and disciplined by NASA; 
Faulkner was forced to return 
his doctorate; Frost resigned; ac¬ 
tion against Hill is still pending. 


In reporting on Florida's mosquito problem, Washing¬ 
ton Pott Miami-bureau chief Laura Parker borrowed 
heavilv from a series of Miami Herald articles. 


None given; Parker would say 
only, My integrity and ethics 
have never been questioned in 
my 16 years in journalism.'" 


Parker was fired; the Post apolo¬ 
gized to the Herald 


Hide cos hr Okada, a senior writer for Kyodo News Ser¬ 
vice, Japan’s largest news agency, plagiarized 51 arti¬ 
cles from a series published 17 years earlier in a 
Japanese newspaper. 


None given. 



Okada was dismissed; Kyodo s 
managing editor was relieved of 
his duties; four other senior edi¬ 
tors lost their titles or took pay 
cuts; president Shinji Sakai took 
a 10 percent pay cut, then an¬ 
nounced his resignation; an in- 
house commission was appoint¬ 
ed to investigate rhe scandal, $ 
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They're creepy and they're kooky. 

Mysterious and spooky, 

They inherited a vastly wealthy and powerful art gallery that secretly 


sold paintings to Hitler and Goring and other Nazis during the war. 
They're altogether ooky, they're 



THE SECRET LIVES OF THE DEALERS 



F YOU WALK DOWN UPPER FIFTH AVENUE ON ONE OF THOSE PERFECT, 
iris-blue October afternoons when Manhattan is at its best — on a day 
when the air has that glassy autumn coolness and clarity, anti the sidewalks 
are as golden as wheat in the slightly mated autumn sun; on a day when the new season for opera, parties, fash- 
ion and everything else has quickened, and your fellow pedestrians seem like the best-looking, best-dressed peo^ 
pie anywhere —you will pass the Metropolitan Museum of Art and, L2 blocks south, the small, flawless Frick 
Collection. Maybe you will stop in one or both museums to look at a Rembrandt or a Poussin or a Boucher, 
and you will think that New York is a wonderful place. 

Probably, you won't be thinking about Hermann Goring. You probably wont be thinking about French Jews 
who collaborated with the Nazis and may have profited by selling the Germans exquisite paintings by the likes 
of Rembrandt, Poussin and Boucher. You wont be thinking about the ironies of twentieth-century civiliza¬ 
tion, w r ith its weird mix of butchery and enlightenment. Actually, as you leave the delirious Boucher room at 
the Frick and walk alongside Central Park, with its arched trees that meet the avenue like a ted dish cresting 
wave, you will be thinking that on this afternoon, twentieth-century civilization is giving a pretty darn good 
account of itself. 

If you continue walking for about five minutes and take a few steps off Fifth dow r n 64th Street, you will come 
to Wildenstein & Co. Founded in Paris in 1875 and headquartered in New York since World War 11 (with other 
branches in London, Tokyo and Buenos Ai res), it is by far the richest and most powerful art dealer in the world. 
The vault beneath the gallery stores thousands of pieces worth hundreds of millions of dollars. At one time the in¬ 
ventory included 400 Italian primitives, 2 Botticellis, 8 paintings each by Rembrandt and Rubens, 3 Velazquezes, 
ADORATION OF 9 El Grecos, 5 Tintorettos, 79 Fragonards and 7 Watteaus. As a rule, the gallery never holds fewer 

than 10 Cezannes, 20 Renoirs, 15 Pissarros, 10 Van Goghs, 10 Gauguins, 10 Corots, 2 5 Courbets. 
The inventory represents one of the greatest collections of art in the world, private or public. When 
museums wish to buy or bid on an Old Master, they almost inevitably turn to the Wildensreins. Al¬ 
together, the Wiidenstein family's wealth is probably about 35 billion. It has interests in racehorses, 
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THE FLUNKIES: 
Daniel Wiidenstein, 
center, and his 
sons, Alec, left, 
and Guy, with 
devoted staff 
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Japan's Seibu Department Stores (a 
huge company that invests heavily 
in art) and real estate, including 
a hefclom in Kenya protected by 
armed guards. The family itself— 
which includes the current patri¬ 
arch, Mr Daniel, as he is known, 
and his two sons, Mr, Alec and Mr 
Guy—is exrremcly proud; Prince 
Charles is the godfather of one of 
Mr. Guy's sons. It is also secretive, 
feudal and eccentric. The staff may 
be minding Titians one moment 
and diapering pet monkeys the next. 

As a class, art dealers aren't ex¬ 
actly known for their fine scruples. 
Constant exposure to beautiful ob¬ 
jects, it turns out, does nothing for 
the soul The Wildensteins, however, 
have a particularly gruesome chap¬ 
ter in their past that probably befits 
art dealers of their prominence, Ac* 
cording to recently declassified OSS 
documents obtained by SPY, Georges 
Wildenstein— the son of the gal¬ 
lery's founder, and 
Mr. Daniel’s fa¬ 
ther— met secretly 
with one Karl Ha- 
berstock at the 
Hotel du Roy Re¬ 
ne in Aix-en-Pro- 
vence in Novem- 


GlIYS AND DOLL: 
Left to right, 
railbirds Daniel, 

Guy and Alec at the 
track? below, 

Sylvia, Mr. Daniel's 
second wife, 

awarded the Prix de 
Scary Frenchwoman 
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her 1940. When the Germans were 
overrunning France a few months 
earlier, Mr Georges had placed 302 
of his best pieces on a ship bound 
for America and fled to rhe Midi, in 
the Unoccupied Zone. Alas, a Ger¬ 
man U-boat intercepted the Wil 
densteins' cargo and forced it into a 
port in Bordeaux. Haberstock was 
a Berlin art dealer who had been 
loudly anti-$cminc in the 1920s. 
He was the most prominent dealer 
in Germany and had worked closely 
with the Wildensteins before the 
war He had come to Paris as Hit¬ 
ler's personal agent to acquire works 
for the new museum in Linz, Hit¬ 
lers pet project. Over the course of 
four days of negotiations in Aix, the 
Jew and the Nazi made a deal. 

The German policy toward Jew- 
ish-owned art —all art, in fact — 
was neither consistent nor very com¬ 
prehensible during the Occupa¬ 
tion. At times the Nazis would sim¬ 
ply confiscate paintings; at other 
times they'd arrange complicated, 
pscudolegal forced sales; and some¬ 
times they'd make legitimate pur¬ 
chases—often with confiscated 
money. In the case of the Wilden¬ 
stein collection, the 302 pieces on 
board the boat had been seized by 
the Einsatzstab Reichsleiter 
Rosenberg (ERR) and taken 
to Paris. Another 87 pieces, 
in storage in the country at 
the Chateau de Sourchcs, 
were to be seized by the 
ERR at any moment. An 
elite group under the com¬ 
mand of anti-Semitic 
dreamer Alfred Rosenberg, 
the ERR was charged with 
collecting materials for 
a future academy where 
the young would be indoc- 
anti-Semitism, anti- 


m 


Masonry and so on. Much ro Rosen¬ 
berg's frustration, the ERR was 
often manipulated by Reichsmar- 
schall Hermann Goring, who used 
it as a pretext to seize Jewish-owned 
art for his personal collection. 

il 


Goring also sometimes put his own 
desires before even Hitler's, taking 
paintings that were earmarked for 
the Fiihrer. In Haberstock (working 
primarily for Hitler), Goring (work¬ 
ing primarily for himself) and the 
ERR (working solely for its ideals), 
Georges Wildenstein was lucky 
enough to have three sets of Nazis 
vying for his collection. Given the 
legal murk of France in 1940, this 
gave him some bargaining power. 

Art historian Douglas Cooper 
wrote the newly declassified 'Wil- 
denstein & Cie. Report 11 for the OSS 
in August 1945. Cooper was not a 
callow academic —he’d had long 
experience interrogating German 
prisoners in North Africa. The re¬ 
port w r as in part the product of in¬ 
tensive interrogations of Haberstock 
and describes the meetings at Aix 
in detail. According to Haberstock, 
Mr. Georges was "very eager to do 
business’ 1 He first proposed to ex¬ 
change a large Tiepolo and unspeci¬ 
fied other pieces for (presumably 
confiscated) Impressionist paintings; 
he knew that the Nazis considered 
such paintings en tar fete Kumt^ "de¬ 
generate art," and would part with 
them painlessly As Cooper’s report 

lias it, “The Tiepolo was said co be 

unsalable in the USA, whereas the 
Impressionists would bring a high 
price” For reasons Cooper does not 
state, it was impossible to carry out 
this trade. Haberstock claimed that 
Mr. Georges then tried to persuade 
him to release the Wildenstein col¬ 
lection to the third man present at 
these negotiations, Roger Dequoy. 
Dequoy had recently returned from 
working for Georges Wildenstein in 
New York, and was an old friend of 
Haberstock's. They had traveled to 
Provence together to meet with Mr. 
Georges (having first met with the 
director of the planned museum in 
Linz, who w r as visiting Paris). De¬ 
quoy would carry on the business of 
the gallery, always giving Haberstock 
the first chance to buy a work, Mr. 
Georges proposed. Tins Haberstock 


uring lour days of negotiations in 
Aix-en-Provence in 1940, the 
Jew and the Nazi made a deal 


ighted 


Tiatui 



accepted. In Haberscock's presence, 
Mr Georges gave Dequoy "fall au¬ 
thority" to manage the collection, to 
sell anything to the Germans and to 
'make it his business to discover im¬ 
portant collections.,,the Germans 
would be interested in acquiring." 

According to Cooper, both par¬ 
ties were satisfied by the negotia¬ 
tions, Mr Georges made his way to 
Portugal and set sail for New York, 
which now became his base. On 
their return to Paris, his two Nazi 
partners decided to use Haber- 
stock's influence to "Aryanize" 
the gallery. The Nazis frowned on 


Having won for Hitler first choice 
of the collection, Haberstock per¬ 
sonally informed Goring that he 
would be offered "everything which 
was not wanted by the Fiihrer.” 

During the Occupation, Dequoy 
sold in "fairly large quantities" to 
most German dealers and muse¬ 
ums. Art historian Theodore Rous¬ 
seau Jr. describes him in his "Gor¬ 
ing Report" —also prepared for the 
OSS —as "probably the w r orst of the 
collaborators among the dealers." 
Particularly eerie were those words 
about discovering important cob 
lections. Who knows what vulner- 


significant acquisition that Hitler 
made, and although legally a pur¬ 
chase, the sale w r as forced, the pay¬ 
ment a sham. The Schloss family re¬ 
ceived nothing for their paintings. 
Dequoy sold Haberstock paintings 
by Lorrain, Poussin, Boucher, Cour¬ 
bet and others for the Linz mu¬ 
seum, He sold an entire ceiling 
painted by Boucher to Goring s 
personal art adviser. He smuggled 
paintings directly to Gori ng through 
a Swiss dealer, and he even allowed 
the Germans to use the Wilden- 
stein premises as a transshipment 
point for looted art. Exchanges in- 



this practice, whereby Jewish busi¬ 
nesses were transferred to non-Jewish 
ownership and thus protected from 
confiscation, but with Germanic 
consistency, they respected such a 
transfer once it had taken place. The 
ERR was furious when it learned 
the Wildenstein collection had been 
Aryanized, and a member immedi¬ 
ately telephoned Goring in Berlin, 
The Reichsmarschall simply said 
that if the gallery had been Aryan- 
ized, the ERRs right to Jewish prop¬ 
erty was superseded, and the works 
belonged to the new owner. After 
ail, grotesque genocidal regulations 
are grotesque genocidal regulations. 


able collectors Dequoy led the Ger¬ 
mans to, using the Wildenstems' 
vast files and archives? We can say 
that in April 1942 he engineered 
the sale of two major Rembrandts* 
The Portrait of Titus and Landscape 
With Casth, to Haberstock from 
Etienne Nicolas, a Paris wine mer¬ 
chant. In August 1942, Dequoy at¬ 
tempted to buy the enormous col¬ 
lection of a Jewish family named 
Schloss for Haberstock. He lost 
the collection to another dealer, 
but the Schloss collection was sold 
to Hitler for the museum in Linz 
around the time Dequoy visited the 
family. This was the second-most 


volving modern THE MAITRE D T ; Mr. 


w r ere 


Daniel is a master of 
that classic Gallic 
sales technique- 
contempt. From 

a Frenchman, most 

people can't 
get enough of it. 


pictures 

highly profitable. 

Although Goring 

1 iked some mod¬ 
erns—he had a 
soft spot for Van 
Gogh — Nazi ideology demanded 
that they be discarded. He therefore 
often paid dealers with modern 
pictures in lieu of cash. 

Since it is unclear how r Georges 
communicated with him during 
the w ? ar, it would seem Roger De¬ 
quoy was the real collaborator. 
Haberstock, however, told his inter¬ 
rogator that the considerable profits 
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"THAT RAPHAEL 
IS AROUND HERE 
SOMEPLACE”: 
Daniel searches the 
vault. Inset, 
Caravaggio’s Lute 
Player. Note 
beautiful still fife. 
Also, it*s worth 
$12 million. 


accrued during 
the Occupation 
were deposited in 
a special account 
at Georges Wil- 
denstein's disposal 
after the war. Even 
as Haherstock 
and Cooper spoke 
in 1945, and as Mr Georges sac on 
64rh Street, Haherstock and Mr. 
Georges were technically in bush 
ness together. Haherstock told 
Cooper that he and Georges Wil¬ 
de n stein had half interests in a Pis¬ 
sarro and that Wildenstein was 
holding the painting in New \brk, 
Douglas Cooper says that once 
the gallery was established under 
his name, Dequoy ’set to work to 
carry out the rest of his chiefs 
wishes” Dequoy's chief was Georges 
Wildenstein. 

We must ask, then, w r hat were 
the profits Haherstock says Dequoy 
kept in an account for Georges 


ven in 1945, an OSS 
document indicates, 

Mr. Georges and a Nazi 
were in business 
together 


Wildenstein? Which 
Cezannes or Pissarros 
or other "degenerate'' 
paintings obtained 
through Dequoys ef¬ 
forts— if any —went in' 
to Wildensteins vaults 
after the war? Given the 


position of Jews in 
France in 1940, would 
it be possible to say that 
Georges was a victim? 
What would have been 
the condition of the 
business if a faithful 
caretaker had not tend¬ 
ed to it? What would be the condi¬ 
tion. of the family’s wealth today? 

iHE WlLDENSTEiNS HAVE NEVER 
acknowledged that while others lost 
everything, Georges made a bar¬ 
gain with the Germans that allowed 
them to prosper. When an ex- 
employee using the pseudonym 
Frank McDonald wrote a novel, 
Provenance in 1979 that was dearly 
based on the Wildemteins and al¬ 
luded heavily to their activities dur¬ 
ing the war, they made no public 
response. (The family also may have 
been the inspiration for Joseph 
Loseys Mr. Klein.) They denied spy's 
request for an interview. And why 
should they address their past? Af¬ 
ter all, until now the only public 
version of their story was a small 
footnote in the files of the UN War 
Crimes Commission: ’’[The Nazis] 
transferred the Wildenstein collec¬ 
tion in May 1941 from the Chateau 
de Searches to Germany." 


Furthermore, Georges Wild ea¬ 
stern discussed the gallery's deal¬ 
ings with the Nazis in a 1943 ar¬ 
ticle he wrote for a pro-Free French 
journal on whose editorial board 
he served that was printed in New 
York during the war: 

As for the paintings which belonged 
to me, stored for safe-keeping in the 
castle of Sourches, as well as my 
property of Seine-et-Oise {a Wif 
dertstein residence], they were 
seized nearly simultaneously, and 
this did not fail to be followed by all 
the usual procedures to make rhe 
seizure appear like an outright sale. 

According to this account, Georges 
Wildenstein suffered the same fate 
scores of others did —confiscation 
and, sometimes, mock sales to 
satisfy Germanic legalism. Unfor¬ 
tunately, after hiding behind a foot¬ 
note all these years, the Wilden- 
steins must now confront the report 
of a thorough investigation aimed 
directly at Mr. Georgess wartime 
dealings. After examining files, let¬ 
ters, receipts and other documents 
and questioning Haherstock closely, 
Cooper concluded that the paint¬ 
ings at the Chateau de Sourches 
were not seized and treated in the 
usual fashion: they were returned 
to Paris under an agreement to 
which Mr, Georges himself was a 
party, and one that would ultf 
mately benefit him. 

After describing the fate of his 
own paintings, Mr, Georges bitterly 
condemns certain practices that 
will be familiar to those who have 
read the OSS reports on Wilden¬ 
stein & Cie., and one is tempted to 
treat his outburst almost as an in¬ 
verted confession: 

Certain obliging dealers, more vora¬ 
cious than collaborationists, to¬ 
gether with German and Italian 
dealers who rushed ro Paris to pur- 


64 SPY OCTOBER I9 £ J| 


Copyrighted mater 






























chase all that they could find, did 
their shameful deeds in the same 
manner there where legal theft 
could aot be freely accomplished. 
They purchased for Hitler and for 
his Museum in Linz, for Hermann 
Goring, for all Germans and all col¬ 
laborationists whose purchasing 
lust rose the more their confidence 
in a Nazi victory fell. 

Haven't we heard ah this before!' 
Perhaps this passage is nor the 
work of Mr. Georges's guilt-ridden 
unconscious but merely a case of 
unsurpassable hypocrisy. In any 
event, no one could have more elo¬ 
quently expressed disgust ar the ac¬ 
tions of galleries like Mr. Georges's 
than Mr. Georges himself. 

Were it not for anti-Semitism, 
the Wildenstcins wouldn't be named 
Wildenstein T When Napoleon or¬ 
dered that all the Jews in Alsace 
adopt Christian surnames, one fam¬ 
ily took the name Wildenstein from 
irs village. In rhe 1870s, Nathan 
Wildenstein sold draperies in the 
provinces, but by the turn of the 
century, he had founded the gallery 
in Paris and become one of the great 
international art dealers. On his 
death in 1934, Nathan left the busi¬ 
ness to his son, Mr, Georges; Mr. 
Georges died in 1963, leaving the 
gallery to his son Daniel, now 74, 
Since the war, the family has con¬ 
tinued to operate in a grand style 
tinged with menace; more recently, 
however, their occasionally farcical 
behavior has resembled that of an¬ 
other rich, somewhat perverse fam¬ 
ily— the Addamses, Augmenting our 
sense of this eerie likeness, of course, 
is the fact that the Wildcnsteins 7 
townhouse is just like a museum. 
The Louis Seize townhouse on 
64th Street was built for the WiL 
densteins in 1932 by Horace Trum- 
bauer. The entryway has 30-fbot 
ceilings. French portraits stare sol¬ 
emnly, a tapestry after Boucher 
hangs over the grand staircase, an 
impressive floral arrangement sits 
on a marble table, Vladimir Vision, 
the former director of exhibitions, 
once compared the gallery to 4 'a 


WHEN PEOPLE COME 10 SEE EM 

A Visit to Wildenstein & Co. 

A t ten o'clock one bright morning, two spy employees arrive at 
Wildenstein & Co. for a viewing appointment. They hope to be 
brought to the famous Third Floor before they are discovered as 
poseurs, and at the recommendation of experts, the) 1 have prepared by 
reading up on the Barbi 20 n School, the French landscape painters of' 
the mid-1800s. Previously, the word Barhizon connoted to one of the 
pair only a women s hotel and to the other a brand of shaving cream. 

A solitary guard sitting at a graceful little desk informs them that tlit 
salesman will be with them shortly. They idly study the chandelier 
and the portraits in the entry way. The periodicals neatly aligned on a 
marble-cupped side table include the Daily Racing Form, The French 
salesman arrives—he is 60-ish, bald, small of stature and a bit round, 
wearing a dapper gray suit. He has nine fingers. He is cheerful and 
shows them into a small office. They char about the Long Island Rail 
Road and Manhattan's landmark-preservation laws. The salesman says 
chat for 5() years, che gaHerv has tr l ec 1 to 5 bed its image of stuff ness. 

Finally he says, “Let s go upstairs. I have some 310 million 
paintings I want to show you/' He is jesting. One of the visitors, in a 
similar vein, raps his jacket breast and says, “Well, ! brought my 
checkbook!' 1 {He has brought his checkbook,) The salesman becomes 
serious. You should never, never do that/' he says. They take a wood- 
paneled elevator with a ten-foot ceiling to.♦,the Third Floor. 

i he viewing room is among rhe strangest places the vis I- WFi* TW 
tors have ever seen. It is dark and large; the floor is covered 
in dark-red wall-to-wall carpet, dark-red curtains hang 
before the windows, and the walls are completely covered in 
dark-red velvet. Four Louts Quatorze chairs, covered in the 
same velvet, face two stands that have been placed against a 
wall illuminated by small spot Eights. The stands are com¬ 
pletely covered in dark-red velvet, too. The mom is like an 
enormous red cuff-link box. The salesman takes the names 
and addresses of his visitors, saying rhe gallery will keep a 
record of everything they sec (such meticulousness seems 
so very... German ic). Stock boys in suits bring in paint¬ 
ings ant.! drawings and rest them on the velvet stands. A little, 
astonishingly beautiful oil study by Rousseau is $250,001), “It's very 
lovely/ the salesman says, "bur J wouldn’t sell it to you. You don't 
marry a girl on the first date." He offers to show them a Corot priced 
at $3.5 million. “Who knows, in ten years I'll be gone, but you may 
want to buy it from us," He runs out several times in response to the 
beeper on his belt. 

After rhe long p resell radon, rhe salesman asks, astonishingly, 'Do 
you have time? I'd like to show you the fourth and fifth floors./ He 
leads the visitors through elegant rooms hung with Millet drawings, a 
drawing by Fragonard, old-master drawings, a tiny Pissarro, On the 
fifth floor, where there are offices, the salesman takes them into a small, 
mirrored room whose shelves are HI led with eighteenth-century terra¬ 
cotta figures. 

Two hours after their arrival, the visitors prepare to leave. In 
response to a question, the salesman explains that the only living artist 
the Wildenstdns favor is an Argentine woman who paints horses. 

When asked if he likes horses, the salesman says, " A hem... uh.., before 
1 answer that—do you know Daniel Wildenstein?' 1 J 
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HORSEPLAY: Top, a pretentious Italian 

typical afternoon at funeral parlor 

the French country The silken atmo- 
place; above left. , 

the swimming pool S ? here SOme ‘ 

at Chantilly- “ mes SLlffer a tear - 

now, how about ‘One salesman 

some backstroke?; was showing Frans 

above right , apres- Halss Laughing Ca- 

polo with Diana, r ; 

* , *, t vat ter — worth at 

Guy and Charles , A 

least $750,000” 
to a client' 1 remembers a former Wil¬ 
der) stein employee. 'The stock boy 
brought the painting up from the 
vault and set it on the easel. As the 
salesman started to gesticulate wildly 
about the glories of Frans Hals, the 
painting started to tip forward. The 
stock boy lunged, bur he was too late; 
the painting had tumbled to the 
floor." Another time, a stock boy put 
his foot through a Van Gogh. Re¬ 
gardless of such mishaps, the set¬ 
ting has its intended effect on cus¬ 
tomers. As Visson said, "They come. 
They look. They pay' 

The family lives at Ncx 11" a lux¬ 
urious townhouse next door ro the 
gallery. The adults have separate 
apartments; the rest of the house 
is held in common. The children of 
both Mr. Alec and Mr. Guy live to¬ 


gether on the top floor. There is a 
"game room, 1 ' commemorating Ken¬ 
yan adventures with scuffed kills. 
Down below ground there is a large 
swimming pool; 'You can smell the 
chlorine in the {gallery's] basementf 
says one Wildenstein worker. The 
pool has inlaid mosaics of sea ani¬ 
mals and is lined with tanks of trop¬ 
ical fish, Alas, the family no longer 
seems to keep pet monkeys, but 
they have more recently maintained 
some sort of wild cat. "It looked sort 
of like a small tiger," says a former 
associate. 'It was too big to be any 
kind of domestic cat, about the size 
of a medium-size dog. They had to 
carry it around for some reason." 

Personal relations fit into a strict, 
feudal hierarchy Though Mr. Guy 
is effectively the gallery's manager— 
since his rumpled older brother pre¬ 
fers the racetrack to running the 
business —he suffers in the regime. 
While Mr. Alec has his own office, 
Mr. Guy is allotted only a small desk 
in the corner of Mr, Daniels office. 
Even the antique brass coat hooks in 
the coarroom are embossed with 


the Wildensteins initials 
in order of seniority 
With their staff, the 
Wildensteins alternate 
between paternalism 
and cruelty — in the old- 
worid fashion, Mr. Dan¬ 
iel, paying a visit to the 
packing room, once no¬ 
ticed writing on some 
boxes. Who has such 
beautiful handwriting? he 
exclaimed. Give that 
man a raise immediately! 
M embers of the staff re¬ 
ceive "shirt money” for 
dry cleaning, and one 
suit ritually purchased 
every year at Brooks 
Brothers. But retribution can be 
swift. An elevator man w r as promptly 
sacked alter asking Sylvester Stal¬ 
lone for an autograph. Also, the 
family sometimes displays a princely 
arbitrariness in its demands: Mr. 
Alec simply announced one day 
that all prices must be raised 10 
percent. When he took his son on a 
fishing trip once, he returned to the 
gallery with dozens of biuefish and 
ordered the men downstairs to gut 
and clean them. 

As for the salesmen, they tend to 
be old-fashioned characters rather 
than art-world technocrats. Former 
president Louis Goldenberg "mem¬ 
orized which years of Monet, for ex¬ 
ample, were good," says an ex¬ 
colleague. "This style worked quite 
w r ell with some people." Two of the 
current salesmen started in the 
packing room, poor Italian immi¬ 
grants. When one of them works on 
a customer in the viewing room, 
the client probably assumes his 
salesman is an Italian count. 

If with their love of luxury, 
their animals and their underlings 
the Wildensteins remind one of a 
Bond villain, their globe-encircling 
intrigues also recall the machina¬ 
tions of some arch-foe set to take 
over the world. Because secrecy is 
so important to them, the Wilden¬ 
steins keep a private transportation 
service with a truck and planes. 
The gallery also has an extensive 
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intelligence network. In Frances for 
example, the position of netaire— 
literally “notary" but more like a 
small-town clerk in the U.S. — is 
passed down from father to son in 
many towns and villages. The no- 
taires take care of birth certificates, 
wills, deaths and the like. In other 
words, they're in an ideal position to 
know everything that happens in a 
small town. Some of them have re¬ 
lationships w r ith the Wildensteins 
dating back generations. If a notatre 
learns Madame X ow r ns a certain 
painring, he informs the Wilden- 
steins, who duly note it in their files. 
They may send a dealer to buy it, 
without using the Wildenstein 
name. Failing that, when Madame 
X dies, the local mtam w ill be among 
the first to know', and a Wildenstein 
agent w ill appear before anyone else 
even learns of the paintings exis¬ 
tence. Madame X’s family will cer¬ 
tainly welcome a chance to raise 
cash ro pay her inheritance taxes. 

In the most public postwar scan¬ 
dal that involved the family, the 
Wildensteins were accused in 1955 
of bugging the phone of a competi¬ 
tor, M. KnoedSer Sc Co. A Wilden¬ 
stein employee admitted to paying 
a private investigator to do just this. 
(The employee was another inter¬ 
esting character—Jay Rousuck, the 
dealer whom Mary McCarthy por¬ 
trayed in her 1942 story "Rogue's 
Gallery'') The gallery settled the suit 
brought by Knoedlcr out of court. 

While not necessarily dishonor¬ 
able, the gallery’s dealings with the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art have 
often been .. ah ,. .complicated. As 
a registrar at the museum once 
said, “There was always something 
cooking with Wildenstem." In tha 
fifties, the Wildensteins sold the 
museum a Georges de la Tour that 
was exported from France under 
controversial circumstances. An¬ 
other strange case began in Novem¬ 
ber 1970, when the Wildensteins 
purchased Juan de Pareja, by Velaz¬ 
quez, at auction. The price was the 
most ever paid for a painting — 
$5.5 million. Afterward, Mr. Alec 
declared that the painting was not 
for sale; "Its a painting my great¬ 


grandfather Nathan wanted 80 
years ago. 1 ' Indeed, Mr. Georges had 
gone every year to petition the sev¬ 
enth Earl of Radner to sell the 
painting, A vicious anti-Semite, the 
Earl w r ou|d keep Mr, Georges wait¬ 
ing in the anteroom, refusing to see 
him; one time, the butler returned 
w r ith Mr. Georgess personal check 
in shreds on a silver platter. 

However, a few months after the 
purchase, Thomas Moving, the Met's 
director, and C. Douglas Dillon, 
its president, disclosed that the 
painting had been bought on behalf 
of the museum. Moving told spy 
that Louis Goldenberg had mistak¬ 
enly agreed to buy the painting for 
the Met, while Mr. Daniel wanted it 
for the gallery. Moving and Mr. Dan- 
id had worked out a bidding system 
whereby either the gallery or the 
museum could top a bid, depend¬ 
ing on where other bidders pushed 
the price. If the resulting price of 
$5,5 million required that the paint¬ 
ing go to the museum, however, it 
is still a mystery why Mr. Alec an¬ 
nounced that the gallery would never 
let the painting out of its hands. 

More recently the Wildensteins 
were involved in another convoluted 
affair with the Met. In 1989 the gal¬ 
lery reached a tentative agreement 
with the Met to sell the museum a 
painting from the school of Caravag¬ 
gio for $300,000. The Met sent the 
painting, then assumed to be a copy 
of The Lute Player, which is cur¬ 
rently in the Hermitage, to Sir Denis 
Mahon at Sotheby’s for a look. 
Mahon, the leading expert on early- 
seventeenth-century Italian art, 
promptly pronounced this painting 
an authentic Caravaggio. The Wil- 
denstdns, obviously delighted,gen¬ 
erously increased their price to $ 12- 
million, which the Met refused to 
pay They then offered to sell it to 
New York Times publisher and Met 
director Punch Sulzberger at a $4- 
million discount if he'd agree to 
leave it to the museum in his will. 


the end, the Wildensteins lent the 
painting indefinitely to the Met. 
Meanwhile, after asking Mahon how 
he could express his thanks, Mr. 
Daniel donated $250,000 on Ma¬ 
hon's behalf to the National Gallery 
in London for the restoration ol two 
cartoons by Agostino and Annibale 
Carracci. With the Wildensteins, 
nothing is ever simple. 

The gift to the National Gal- 
lery raises a sticky question about 
the Wildensteins; given the poten¬ 
tial for abuse of their position, 
what power does their commercial 
gallery hold over scholarship? Hy¬ 
pothetically, a gallery seeking 
higher prices for its wares could pay 
off art historians who attributed 
questionable paintings to a master 
rather than to his pupils or imita¬ 
tors. (Bernard Berenson's reputation 
w r as ruined by evidence he had ac¬ 
cepted just this kind of bribe.) No 
art historian could authenticate out¬ 
right fakes and retain the respect of 
his profession, bur attribution of 
plausible works ultimately rests on 
a scholar's judgment. Others may 
disagree, but attributions can al¬ 
ways be defended. In addition to 
money, the Wildensteins have their 
archives to entice or punish an 
historians. Their holdings easily 
compare with those of many na¬ 
tional libraries, and scholars fear 
losing access to such a resource. Fi¬ 
nally the family owns La gazette de 
beaux arts, France's most prestigious 
and oldest scholarly art journal, 
and A r/j, a weekly newspaper. 

What is truly extraordinary 
about the Wildensteins' position, 
however, is that in many cases they 
don’t need anyone GREAT WH | TE UMO 
else to authenticate HUNTER: Alec not 
paintings; they have dressed for Kenya 
already done so themselves. 

A catalogue raisonne is an 
exhaustive, annotated list¬ 
ing of an artist's complete 
works. It includes a de¬ 
tailed provenance for each 


3 Sulzberger declined, so, in 

nstead of pet monkeys, 
the family now maintains 
some sort of wild oat 



piece, and buyers regard the cata¬ 
logue raisonne as the final word on 
a painting's origins. How convenient 
for a gallery selling paintings, then, 
chat the catalogues raisonnes on 
Chardin, Ingres and Fragonard, 
among others, were written by the 
son of its fou nder, and that the cata¬ 
logues raisonnes for Monet and two 
volumes on Manet were w ritten by 
his grandson, (Although some ad¬ 
mire his Monet scholarship, Daniel 
Wildenstein is said to rely heavily 
on assistants. An elderly European 
collector says, “Daniel Wil- 

lec and Guy 
in a fleet of 
Wildenstein 



raisonne unfinished, and the manu¬ 
scripts remained in the possession 
of the Fondation Wildenstein in 
Paris. The Wildensteins claimed 
that the w r ork w F as far from com¬ 
pleted. A young woman is appar¬ 
ently working on the project. The 
lacunae I found" remarked one 
who has seen the work, "indicated 
to me that they found something in 
Cooper's manuscript deeply prob¬ 
lematic." More than seven years af- 
ter his death, there is no indication 
that Coopers Gauguin catalogue 
raisonne will emerge anytime soon, 

roam the world 
Ms, each with the 
insignia—a 
-painted on the tail 


den stein couldn't w r rite a postcard]' 
When SPY told a prominent art his¬ 
torian that Daniel Wildenstein listed 
his occupation in Who's Who in 
France as "bistorien dart]' he grimaced 
and muttered, "That's disgusting,') 

The case of Mr Georges's Gau¬ 
guin catalogue raisonne is a vivid 
example of an attempt by the Wil¬ 
densteins to control the process by 
which works arc approved or dis¬ 
carded, On August 19, 1965, a 
withering attack on the catalog 
appeared in the Times Literary Sup¬ 
plement. It was written by none other 
than Karl Haberstock's interro¬ 
gator, Douglas Cooper. In his review 
Cooper w r rites, "Pedigrees and quo¬ 
tations have been juggled to suit pri¬ 
vate needs; and.. .Gauguins oeuvre 
has been shorn of some authentic 
works and adulterated with others 
that do not belong.' Private needs ? 
Later in his review. Cooper asks the 
appropriate rhetorical question: "Is 
a dealer capable of the scientific 
detachment necessary to enable 
him to judge things impartially?" 

This, among other things, 
prompted the Wildensteins to sue 
Cooper, but eventually the rwo 
sides reached a settlement: the Wil¬ 
densteins w'ould pay Cooper to re¬ 
write the Gauguin catalogue rai¬ 
sonne himself. This would prove to 
occupy the rest of his life. When he 
died in 1984, he'd left the catalogue 


For all their wealth and influ- 
ence, the Wildensteins" future con¬ 
tains some clouds. What has dam¬ 
aged the gallery more than the rise 
of the auction houses —Sotheby's and 
Christies —is the gradual loss of art¬ 
works to museums. Formerly, collec¬ 
tors established long-term relation¬ 
ships with their dealers. When a 
collector died, or his taste changed, 
the paintings were often returned 
to the original dealer; dealers there¬ 
by replenished their stock. One 
Toulouse-Lautrec of a dancer was 
owned five times by the Wildensteins 
between 1923 and 1955, rising in 
price from $1,800 to $275,000. 
The gallery currently docs half its 
business w r ith museums, and when 
a painting is sold to a museum, it 
passes permanently from rhe mar¬ 
ket. “They will wipe us dealers out 
by buying everything,"' Mr. Daniel 
told ARTnews, 'and there will be no 
way to replace what they buy" 

The quality of the family mem¬ 
bers may be deteriorating along 
with the business environment. Mr. 
Georges very early on recognized 
the value of the Postimpressionists. 
Mr, Daniel declares, "I am a great 
admirer of Andrew Wyeth." He says 
his eye is on Argentina, Australia 
and Japan as new sources of art. He 
devotes a great deal of attention to 
the family's stables in Chantilly, 
where the horses enjoy a heated 


swimming pool, among other ame¬ 
nities. According to Town & Country, 

At no time does his voice throb 
with more emotion than w r hen he 
speaks of his greatest dream... H I 
want to win the Kentucky Derby!' 

"Everyone always hopes that the 
next generation will be better, but 
they end up regretting the passing 
generation!' says an elderly Euro¬ 
pean collector. As Mr, Daniel ages, 
his sons prepare to take over, 

Mr. Alec and Mr. Guy roam the 
world in a fleer of jets, each with 
the Wildenstein insignia —a horse¬ 
shoe— painted on the tail. Mr. Guy 
spends his time on his Caribbean 
island when he isn't in Florida play¬ 
ing polo with Prince Charles. Mr, 
Alec has his land in Kenya, and 
there the family entertains swells 
from the art world and beyond. 
Each night is devoted to a different 
theme: for example, Thursday might 
be "tiger niglitf and everything 
down to the salt shakers will be 
decorated in a tiger motif, Mr. Alec 
once enjoyed hunting in Kenya by 
helicopter and would play videos of 
his kills as he cruised around Man¬ 
hattan in a limousine, 

"I think art dealers are an endan¬ 
gered species!’ Mr. Daniel remarked 
in 1978. “In my grand far he r's time 
there were probably 20 really top 
painting dealers. Even in 1939, there 
were still perhaps a dozen. Now we 
are standing like a dinosaur. And I 
don't chink it is very healthy to be 
left alone!' Standing alone with a 
few billion dollars' worth of art is 
noc a position many would find 
worrisome, and Mr, Daniel does 
have reason to be optimistic. The 
auction houses have come down in 
the w r or!d, and the opening of the 
virtually bankrupt Soviet Union 
should bring to market hundreds 
of lost Old Masters and Impres¬ 
sionists. No one is in a better posi¬ 
tion to exploit this new supply than 
the Wildensteins, and they should 
be capable of maintaining their po¬ 
sition for some time. Still, if things 
keep going as they have —if that 
elderly European collector is 
right —the Wildensteins may not 
have many generations left. } 
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AND WIN AN ALL-EXPENSE PAID 
TRIP TO THE BIG APPLE CIRCUS! 

One lucky SPY reader will have the chance to be the Guest 
Ringmaster at America’s premiere one-ring circus. Just answer 
the following questions and send your completed entry to 
BIG APPLE CIRCUS CONTEST c/o SPY, 5 Union Square West, New 
York, NY 10003. Entries must be postmarked by October 18, 1991. 


1 three day, two night trip for 
two to New York City. Includes only airfare, 
transportation to and from airport, accom¬ 
modations at the Radisson Empire Hotel 
and dinner at participating restaurants 
I including Cafe Luxembourg. Trip must be 
taken between Nov. 1 and Dec. 20, 1991. 

15 copies of SPY HIGH 


10 Big Apple Circus T-Shirts 


1 




o 




TRUE OR FALSE... 


o 

G 

O 

G 


The Big Apple Circus is a not-for-profit 
performing arts organization founded in 
1977. 

Two of the Big Apple Circus’ biggest 
attractions, Anna May and Peggy, are 
fire-eating twins. 

Circus clowns spend an average of sixty 
minutes per day putting on and taking 
off their make-up. 

The Big Apple Circus features dancing 
poodles. 

the Big Apple Circus tent is five stories 
tall. 


FILL OUT THIS COUPON. 

Name ___ 



Address 


Daytime Telephone # 


ANSWERS: 

1. TRUE_ 

2. TRUE_ 

3. TRUE__ 

4. TRUE_ 

5. TRUE_ 


FALSE. 

FALSE. 

FALSE. 

FALSE. 

FALSE 


OFFICIAL RULES 

1 Hand print yniu complete name ndclrnt and daytime 
telephone number »nd mrre-cl IrivrB onFwrr^ on the offkiiil 
entry coupon Uf s plain 3" * 

2 Mail your miry lo: BIG APPLE CIRCUS CONTEST. Address 
above, facsimile mines are also acceptable. limit cil one 
entry per person All entries become lbe properly of the 
Bit) Apple Cltous arid SPY am) will not be returned Nul 
responsible lor late, lust nr inisdireeled mail 

3 Winners will be Selected in a random drawing cif 
correctly answered entries on or about Oct 2D. 199 V 
Judges decisions are final Apprux, prize value; $2,750. 

4 Sweepstakes open to residents of U S and Canada 
except Quebec and where prohibited by taw Employees of 
tiig Apple Circus. SPY and their affiliated companies and 
the ramifies of each are ineligible 

5 Atl winners must sign a liability release (urm prior to 
receipt ut their prize Tot winners' names, send a separate' 
self-addressed cnvelopr to address above. 

6 Mu substitutions oi Iransli r of pri/t* pmiittit!. 

NO PURCHASE NECESSARY 
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VOICE LITERARY SUPPLEMENT 










In 1981 a magazine was bom: VLS, a Kteraiy review that breaks;! > rules. For 
decade, the Voice Literary Supplement has been provoking, informing, and delighting 
readers, It has won hearts and minds, not to mention literary prizes, v.iih its bold mix 
of essays, reviews, cultural criticism, reporting, and new fiction. Every month, VLS 
introduces fine writers to the readers they deserve, while keeping an eye on the 
vagaries of the publishing world and the world at large, | 

VLS moves you beyond the mainstream. You'll get rigorous insights and flights of 
fancy from Kathy Acker, Dorothy Allison, Russell Banks, Blanche McCrary Boyd, 

Angela Carter, Sandra Cisneros, Susan Daitch, Jewelle 
Gomez, Gary Indiana, Karen Karbo, Walter Kendrick, 
Harry Mathews, Patrick McGrath, Bradford Morrow, 
Michael Musto, Geoffrey O'Brien, Greg Tate, Lynne 

Tillman, Edmund White 
and many others. 
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□ YES, I'd tike to subscribe to FTSfv the term indicated below. 

□ Special Introductory Offer for New Subscribers: 

First Year [10 issues) @ $14.95, $17 per year thereafter 

□ Two Years (20 issues) @ $30 

Name;___ ' 

Address: _ _ _ 

City, State, Zip: ____ 

Payment Enclosed (check or money order payable to VLS) 

□ BiH Me □ Am ex □ Visa □ Mastercard 

Card #;__ Exp, Date:_ 


Signature: 

Hal tic B&e 3000, Department VLS, DtflvHfe, NJ 07834. Pit** allow 4 to 6 neb 
ha - flnt luv* to arriw. Canadian and f&reign subscription i art $33 per year. 

1 Payment in US, fundi nant accompany order. 


Or call toll-free; 1-800-562-1973 
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Lou Heed at CMJ Music Marathon, 1989. 


R.E.M. at CMJ Music Marathon, 1985. 


Billy Bragg and Sinead O'Connor 
at CMJ Music Marathon, 1983, 
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Living Colour at CMJ Music Marathon, 1989, 



James Brown at CMJ Music Marathon, 1983. 


CMJ MUSIC 
MARATHON 
CONVENTION 

The Essential Music Business Event 

October 30 • November 2 
Vista Hotel, World Trade Center 
New York City 



For more information call 
M-F 10:00am-6;00pm 
(516} 466-6000 
or fax (516) 466-7159 
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Review of Reviewers 




of music is considered better than 


cam stop the 




Ed Sullivan Bets With Beiushi; the 
l/o/ces Hepcatfight; Benchley=Toklas 


I’m not quite sure what to make of this line 

from Stephanie Mansfield s GQ profile of Kevin Costner on 
the set of Robin Hood: In chocolate-brown moleskin breech¬ 
es, rakish suede boots and a partial wig of unkempt brown hair, 
Costner looks every bit the scruffy twelfth-century outlaw.” First 
of all, those moleskin breeches were more espresso-brown than 
chocolate-brown, I think, and second, this being GQ, why are no 
prices or stores provided for them or for the suede boots (the bow and 
arrow, I think, are Abercrombie Sc Fitch)? I also can’t help wondering 
how Mansfield can speak of scruffy 
twelfth-century outlaws with such 
familiarity. Okay, mens fashion is 
mens fashion, but this is ridiculous. 

Writing about jazz—and person¬ 
ally, 1 love jazz—Gary Giddins can 
be a wonderful critic, and so he 
shouldn’t have let a recent letter to 
The Village Voire unnerve him so. In 
hts Voice column, Giddins called the 
1964 Burr Bacharach classic "A 
House Is Not a Home” "an inferior 
pop song 1 and observed that when 
jazz musicians play such works, they 
often transmute mediocrity into 
something beautiful. On East 3rd 
Street, Giddinss Philistinism didn't 
play well. John Zorn, the smarty- 
pants downtown saxophonist whom 
college-hoy critics like The New 
York Times'% Peter Watrous consider 
the Duke Ellington of our day, 
wrote an angry letter in which he 
called Giddins's comments "ludi¬ 
crous and insulting 1 and said ' it’s 
exactly this kind of xenophobic, hi¬ 
erarchical thinking where one genre 


another, that keeps.critics like 
Giddins from understanding what's 
going on today." Bacharach, said 
Zorn, is a genius. Well, like some 
square dad, Giddins rose to the 
bait, replying angrily that Zorn was 
a “cultural fascist, 1 ' 

Yes, passions often run high at 
the mere mention of Burt Bach¬ 
arach s name, but only in The Vil¬ 
lage Voire could he generate such 
bitterness. 'This dispute concerns 
the Voice -ian question, sensitive as a 
blister, of whether John Zorn is 
cooler than Gary Giddins. One 
cool cat, Zorn made his reputation 
playing the scores, years after the 
fact, that Ennio Morricone wrote 
for Sergio Leones movies. More 
than a decade after a love of Brazil 
’66 and Eddie Cochran and serial- 
ism became required of all young 
bohemians, Zorn apparently must 
still show off his eclectic musical 
tastes like a tiresome card-trick 
performer, turning Anton Bruck¬ 
ner into Sam the Sham. An avant- 
garde sax player who seriously 
loves "Raindrops Keep Failin' on 
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My Head"? Cool —until 1981, may¬ 
be. And as for Giddins, bis con¬ 
ventional views and the utter hu¬ 
morlessness and self-righteousness 
of his response to Zorn suggest 
that he’s either very untool or very, 
very, very cool. Burt Bacharach, 
meanwhile, is merely rich and 
happy—although he is getting di¬ 
vorced from Carole Bayer Sager. 
Which is very, very sad. 

Alio, alio, alio—wots oil this 
then, aye? Why, it’s a paragraph 
from Glenn Collins's On Stage, and 
Off column in the Times : 

So much news, so little space. 
Where to begin? Perhaps in 
1933, guv'nah, wi’ a lit’l song an' 
a lit’I dance on the sidewalks of 
London. Oh no, you re thinking, 
another rilly big English musical 
import is coming ro Broadway. 
But no-o-o-o-o-oi it's a big 
American musical about England, 
and it’ll star Tommy Tune, Thu 
show's called "Busker Alley, a 
cwo-acter about buskers—stroll¬ 
ing entertainers. And guv'nah, 
that Mr, Tune, Vs got 'opes tha’ 

I it'I show’ll brike yer 'art. 

I guess 1 understand the reasons for 
the Eliza Doolittle routine—and it 
did break my heart—but as far as I 
know, Ed Sullivan (Tilly big") 
never played Higgins* nor John 
Be lush i ("but no-o-o-o-o-o’) 
Colonel Pickering. 

Elsewhere in the limes, Bernard 
Holland (no relation* as far as I 
know, to my predecessor. He nry 
"Dutch' Holland; not that J would 
soften my criticism even if they 
were brothers — to the contrary) 
sped through several metaphors at a 
record pace as he wrote about the 
movement to revive and authenti¬ 
cally perform early music—-and per¬ 
sonally, I love early music:: 

History is flat, as anti-Co¬ 
lumbian as that sounds. Early 
musickers, like everyone eke, are 
dealing with the length and 
breadth of the now. Depth is an 
illusion. Still* they keep think- 
ing that if they throw their 
bucket far enough down chat 


well, they'll eventually dredge 
up the way things really were. 
Why none of this archeological 
digging before? New took make 
it easier, but anvcine could have 
picked up old instruments, put 
two and two together and ex¬ 
plained how they were played 
and written for. 

From the shape of history to Co¬ 
lumbus on the high seas to a bucket 
dropped down a well—by the way, 
what well?—to dredging to an ar¬ 
chaeological dig to new cools and 
old instruments to putting two and 
two together, all in half a dozen 
sentences. The mix here is as har¬ 
monious as a bold tartan jacket 
with a candy-striped shirt and a $3 
flowered tie. (Come to think of it, 
the Holland family resemblance is 
unmistakable,) 

Writing the Critical 
Reflections column in 
Art Forum, Ed Hill and 
Suzanne Bloom brought 
good news: In the pas¬ 
sage between then and 
now, an irreversible 
metamorphosis has oc¬ 
curred to the body of in¬ 
terpretation. No, it did 
not awake one morning 
to hnd itself transformed 
Into a giant insect.” 

Thank God. 

We were not going to 
discuss David Denby, 

New York's movie critic 
(and National Magazine Award- 
winning stereo-equipment review¬ 
er), this month. Really. We weren't. 
We'd promised ourselves. But we 
could not let some remarks Denby 
made in Entertainment Weekly go by 
without comment. In a very brief 
item about the new composite 
blurbs for ads that studios make 
out of several different reviews, 
identifying the sources of the 
phrases and words in footnotes, 
Denby was quoted as saying, Tt 
you open a newspaper, ir looks like 
movies are a' succession of master- 
pieces/' He seems to recall a golden 
age that the rest of us missed, when 
movie ads included blurbs like 


" 'Insipid tripe'—Pauline Kael/' 

Try as we may to distinguish 
ourselves, all Americans look the 
same to the English. How r else can 
we explain the confusion on the 
part of The Economist —that London- 
based international-finance "news¬ 
paper/ 1 as it calls itself, that I have 
taken for years and reac most often 
in public—between a protohippie, 
absurdist lesbian expatriate and a 
woman whose greatest passions 
were cocktails and little dogs? 
“Dorothy Parker said it of Los An¬ 
geles The Economist wrote. "There 
isn't any there there," Actually, 
Gertrude Stem said this, about 
Oakland, her hometown. Parker 
did write that funny poem, though, 
about her beloved giving her not a 
limousine but "one perfect rose," 
and Stein had that thing 
about a rose, too, so 
there you go. 

Enough, A year ago 1 
expressed admiration for 
the genuinely likable 
Ralph Novak of People 
when he wrote his review 
of Presumed Innocent) a 
courtroom drama, in the 
form of a courtroom dra¬ 
ma. Then I praised Craig 
TomashofF and John Si¬ 
mon for adapting this in¬ 
novation. Now things 
have come almost eerily 
full circle,' as John 
Swenson said recently of 
the Allman Brothers Band in 
Rolling Stone, in the Times * Stephen 
Dnicker wrote an appreciation of an 
L.A . Law marathon: "Objection.,., 
Reasonable doubt exists chat even a 
hardened L.A . Law devotee would 
stay home to watch nine hours of re¬ 
runs and commercials—’ 

You get the idea. 

Finally, Mel Gussow—and per- 
son ally, I love Mel Gussow — may 
not be a protohippie or a lesbian ex¬ 
patriate, but he does seem to have 
become an absurdist. In a theater 
review for the Times not long ago he 
wrote, "If all the {numbers] were on 
the level of this one, the show 
would be a showstopper/'J 


Passions 
often run 
high at the 
mere mention 
of Burt 
Bacharach’s 
name 
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Welcome to spy's SHOP-O-M AT 1C the foolproof method of acquiring everything you 
need—or at least an easy way to buy lots of swell stuff you might not find 
anywhere else. The SHOP-O-M AT 1C features a cavalcade of goods and services. 

Collect them all! Swap them with your friends! Juse follow these simple 
SHOP-O-M ATIC instructions: 

1. With your pen or pencil and reply coupon at hand, browse through 
SHOP-O-MATIC, 

2. When you see something you want, circle the corresponding number on the 
reply coupon. 

3., Drop the reply coupon in the mail 

4, Sir hack and wait for mail-order mania to begin! 


The Museum of 

Modern Alt New York 


tlH' ih- klf VH> 


Wk Qrria 


isr’S It. 


Tile best mi onifvmptiiws dt-vigii li|>etsi in. 13 

ur business gifts: desktop, tuhk-rop, trawl 
iirul personal accessories; classic 20th-century 
furn^binpi, books, sards, toy-'', tools, postefs. 
eak-ndhrs. Some items .ire produced ex lu- 
v ^ 11 |or JHqMA: many .ir re]viserited in 
rlii museums design collection. Catalog ?■'. 

-A- 



Does the thought (sc "President QuayJt make 
■.our heart fibril I ale/ Keep a Wanhr'ul Eye on 
[lit Man Who Could He President by reading 

The Quayle Quarterl y. Po| it r< a 3 analysss. 

humfir, quote*. t ,ircoons, the best ot rlit' press, 
loiters arid more. Sample copy subscrip- 

tion M issm-m $14,"^ 
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Oeva is ,i network id friends and neighbors 
who liandcratf a unique colln non ■.r simph 

elegant dot lies for wymui and ..— all in 

[Hire muon Our si \ Its run the gamut (’ram 
drawstring pants and cops Eu skirts,. dresses 
.md sleepwear. Please send lor our lull-colour, 
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Manhattan Comic News. New Turk city's 

only •, aruton riew'.papi r, ■.overs urrem events 
from the ixTspciim of tin world * nuivt talent¬ 
ed editorial cartoorimv Diveo*cr die luilque wJi 
■md wisdom of : -:>rh tinJi&mvercil ,ud vyndie.it- 
ed cartoonists from around the ^jlobe. Earn those 
hi . id Ism him .. .'l. id \ la n h at t a n Cu m i e X ew s. 
Sample j-1 one-year subscription S i 5. 
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I>n you wam fresh, sharp, stylish "' Hi uj /at 

These Times c ht u. i t c 11 n e k i res if wee k 1\ 

newspaper with slurp insights and stylish writ¬ 
ing. in The L Tn\n iv the ‘pre-eminent sr par eg it 
magazine of the left and covers art. music, 
hooks, domestic and international politics, 
business anil labor in ways other hewswteklies 
.md brn.nk.ier news won't. Sample copy Sv 


,A unique newsletter nl irreverent st«.ul and p>- 
licieal satire f l.irri Renstmer wrote that Paul 
Krassner ""not only attack* establishment values: 
he attacks decency in general Sample ■ ops ■:S' 
it ittiTvs Robert Anton Wilson's repsrr on the 
rirvt International Orgasm ( nnterence. phis 
'The j Role id Riehaid Ninon and {.ieorge Bush 
m thi Assassination .•! 1 Resident Kennedy. 
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Don n elly'Colt■ Until we have a environ¬ 
ment, an end to apartheid and U,S. intervention, 
a wnmsii ^ right to choose, freedom and equality 
lor women, guys and people of color, and (USisOC 
around the ‘World* we'll he producing resOutCeS to 

those ends. T-shircs, but tarns, stickers, pasters, 
postcards. Custom. printing available, Catalog 52, 
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LffilDQ The Journal f/f Sex and Sensibility bills 
lEself as intelligent erotica for people who like 
ro think It is geared ro both men and women 
and encompasses any perspective along the 
male-female .spectrum. To paraphrase Oscar 
Wilde, Lihuio is a literary answer to the hori¬ 
zontal urge Sample 5 7 ; subscription $26. 
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For ideas and opinions coo controversial for 
mainstream media, Oh THE ISSUES d iscusses 
feminism, politics, health, social reform, ani¬ 
mal rights, ecology, global humanism and 
more thoughtful, unexpurgated insight. Kate 
Millet, Rep, Pat Schroeder, Andrew Dworkm, 
Flo Ken nedy, Petra and others. Sample $3: 
four issues 59,50, 
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MONK 



Ever dream of qun'n the fob and hic'n the road? 
Du it now thru the madcap adventures at MONK 
Publishing Irom an RV using a solar-powered 
Mac, the Monks and their cat, IDolIy lanfin, ex¬ 
pose weird, wonderful America in (heir clever and 
campy quarterly Mamed 1991 '& hot mag wine" 
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RECORDED BOOKS - Listen to unabridged 
Recorded Books on cassette while you drive. 
Hundreds of best-sellers., mysteries, classics, 
biographies and mate, expertly narrated bv 
proltSSiona] actors. Call [ora free introductory 
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Option the decade's most acclaimed music 
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Eating 



Or*. How I Learned to Stop 
Playing With My 




When I was 16, I spent the summer with a fami¬ 
ly in Corsica—I wouldn’t mention this unless I had to—in 
an apartment across the street from a slaughterhouse. This 
slaughterhouse was such a landmark that it had a bus stop named 
for it. It gave me quite a frisson (as you can see, the language- 
learning part of the trip really paid off) to climb onto the bus and 
chirp our, 'One to the slaughterhouse, please/ Some nights, as I lay in 
bed wondering when my sunburn would start turning into a tan, I 
could hear the bellowing of a new shipload of cattle that had just ar¬ 
rived. By morning the slaughter¬ 
house was always quiet again, I end¬ 
ed up getting a really great tan. 

Most meat eaters don’t pay much 
attention to the way animals turn 
into meat. Presumably they realise 
the steak they're grilling didn't Gry- 
ovac itself and leap into the grocery' 
cart, but it makes them edgy to 
think about how it actually got 
there. It makes me edgy, too. J have 
seesawed, loudly and tiresomely, on 
the whole meat-earing issue for 
years. Right now I feel that, at the 
very least, we owe it to animals to 
understand what they go through 
being turned into our hamburgers. 

To that end, J recently took a 
tour of New York s wholesale-meat 
district, where "Watch your back! ' 
means that a ^00-pound headless 
call corpse—its hide still attached— 
is about to knock you down. Bur I 
found that headlessness combined 
with extreme sanitation robs animal 
corpses of their shock value. The 
lockers I visited were so glacially 
immaculate that it was impossible 
to associate them with death, or 
even blood (although I did see a 
huge jar of Defibrinated Edible Beef 
Blood sitting on a cable—'for Puer¬ 


to Ricans/' my tour guide mysteri¬ 
ously explained), or anything more 
alarming than an old Starsky and 
Hutch episode whose villain operates 
out of a meat locker. 

Meat lockers having failed to 
weigh me down sufficiently, I sub¬ 
scribed to some meat-industry mag¬ 
azines. Neither Meat & Poultry nor 
its rival. Meat Business, is specifically 
designed to gross out readers, of 
course. There's plenty of positive 
stuff: announcements about butter- 
flavored pork seasonings (Mom, this 
pork chop isn’t buttery enough!) and 
an automatic tail-feather puller for 
turkeys; an interview with a CEO 
who states, 'l think we have lots of 
opportunity in blood/’ There is also 
rich, beautiful philosophy; “Like life 
itself, the meat and poultry industry' 
has an ebb and flow/’ 

And how rarely in general-inter¬ 
est magazines does one come across 
reviews of slaughterhouses! "The 
kill floor...will have an airy, open 
feeling, where workers will be able 
to walk between lines without hav¬ 
ing to watch constantly for moving 
carcasses or stepping between 
them/' raves a Meat & Poultry article 
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about a new beef operation in Ne¬ 
braska, "The openness will make 
the kill easier to supervise. ' 

Despite such points of interest, 
truth eluded me still. I decided to 
follow around a couple of 
slaughterers—old-time butch¬ 
ers—and see exactly what 
they did. 

“1 couldn't stay a meat 
eater if I watched something 
like that, 1 ' one friend told me 
reprovingly. I guess I'm just 
sensitive that way," 

I guess I’m just not, 

I did have co beam my emotions to 
another planet when I watched a 
butcher named Phil Gargan slaugh¬ 
ter six lambs in my friend Natalie's 
barn. If animals must be dispatched 
by someone, I can’t think of a better 
person than Phil, a saintly, white- 
haired man who’s been butchering 
since his youth in Ireland. You al¬ 
most wouldn't mind sending your 
dog in to him. 

Two Jamb corpses were cooling 
on the bam floor when I arrived on 
the appointed day, (What kind of 
person is late to a slaughtering?) 

' Excuse me/ I murmured when I 
accidentally kicked one of them. 
Right away 1 could see that sheep 
are disinclined to be caught by 
butchers. One six-month-old ewe 
lamb managed to hurl herself 
through the slats of her pen into an 
adjoining one. As Phil patiently re¬ 
trieved her, a young ram, perhaps 
her brother, stamped a front hoof in 
anxious protest from a far corner of 
the stall Like most rams, he didn't 
have much in the way of facial ex¬ 
pressions; the best he could muster 
was a mild "Oh, dear/' 

The next second, Phil had stuck 
his knife into the lamb's throat, 
sliced it open, broken her neck 
against his knee with an audible 
crunch and let her fall to the 
ground. Dead now, the lamb grunt¬ 
ed and flopped around a Little* 
Blood coursed into the straw as if 
from a sliced-open bag; she was 
drained in seconds. The ram, mean¬ 
while, had begun eating again. 
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"Do you ever gee used to it?/ 1 1 
asked in a falsely matrer-of-fact 
voice. He smiled gently. "It gets 
harder every day, he answered. 

Maybe it did bother me a little , 

Nor quite in the way i d expect¬ 
ed, though. The lambs main prob¬ 
lem had clearly been not 
wanting Phil to pick her 
up ("The only thing 
they know is there's 
someone different 
around them, and it up¬ 
sets their routine ). Nor 
did I have to waste any 
pity on her doomed 
companions, who didn’t 
spare her a glance as 
Phil began to skin her. 

("This is where many 
butchers lose their 
lives? he mentioned ca¬ 
sually: the first cut into 
the skin sometimes 
slices the butcher s fe¬ 
moral artery.) If the ram thought 
about his sister anymore, it was only 
to say, H 'Whew! Glad, it’s not rneY 

Besides, a weathered old barn 
rakes the edge off anything that 
happens inside it. As Phil skinned 
the lamb (it made a sound like duct 
tape tearing off 1 the roll), Natalie 
came out to see how things were 
going. Her old black dog lapped up 
a little blood as though he felt it 
was expected of him. 'Sebastian, 
don't do that?' Natalie scolded him 
without heat. On her way back to 
the house, she called out, 'Does 
anyone want any cranberry juice?” 

I went home congratulating my¬ 
self on what a trouper I’d been. 
Whenever any actual memories 
broke through, \ quickly congratu¬ 
lated myself again. But as the eve¬ 
ning progressed, my own skin began 
to seem rather tenuously attached. 

I'd believed myself immune to 
the guts part of the procedure. 
Hadn't I watched The Civil War? 
Wasn't it fascinating to sec raw 
sweetbreads growing right on the 
tree? Of course the Iambs heads had 
to come off; we don't eat lambs 
heads, do we? 

And so on, until I went outside 


to get my car's water dish and saw a 
dead slug floating in it. I'm sorry to 
say that l overreacted rather badly. 

Lock your door? my cabbie said as 
he bore me away from everything 
nice, I had come to the city to visit 
the Past 1 ] 2th Street Live 
Poultry Market, and I was 
beginning to realize that 
it wouldn't be much like 
Natalie’s barn. 

Tr wasn’t. As l entered, 
juggling my briefcase and 
a bag of champagne 
truffles, I was greeted by a 
maniacally crowing roost¬ 
er and the silent stares of 
every employee. A dark, 
fetid, garage like barracks, 
the market was filled 
floor-to-ceili ng with 
cages. 7‘he door was plas¬ 
tered with wet feathers 
and other reminders that 
birds were on the premises. 

Crammed into the cages — so 
tightly that many had raw-looking 
bare patches where their stressed- 
out companions had plucked 
them—-were dozens of chickens, 
ducks and guinea hens doing what¬ 
ever the opposite of cavorting is. 
One cage held rabbits, another half 
a dozen ring-necked pheasants. The 
rabbits were the only silent occu¬ 
pants besides the employees; the 
birds murmured ceaselessly except 
when the cage door was opened, at 
which point they screamed. 

Can a chicken look tragic? Okay, 
I'm anthropomorphizing. But 
chickens, by their nature, were 
never meant to wait. They were 
meant to bustle around, pecking at 
hits of stuff on the ground and 
looking pointIc.ssly busy. Surely I’m 
not reading too much into their 
tiny psyches to feel convinced that 
these birds knew this wasn t what 
they had planned to do with their 
lives. Shuffling their feet in this 
damp, dreary spot, they had the 
dignity of the condemned. 

My taxi driver had decided to 
keep me company: 11 1 am a butcher 
myself!" he had explained cheerful¬ 


Skinning a 
lamb makes 
a sound tike 
duct tape 
tearing off 
the roll 


ly on the way uptown. It was he 
who stepped in to rescue me 
when—torturing myself in the 
name of research by picking the 
most beautiful species in the shop— 
1 said I wanted to buy a pheasant. 
The clerk reached into the pheas¬ 
ants' cage, grabbed the nearest bird 
by the feet and held it, writhing 
and squawking, out to me, "No! 
Muertol Muerto!" my driver ex¬ 
claimed, Turning to me, he added, 
"You want it dead, right?" 

Yes, I wanted it dead. Or, rather, 
I didn't, but wasn't that thepointof 
this exercise? 

Now, 1 understand that the con¬ 
cept of feeling violated as you watch 
someone kill a pheasant for you, 
particularly when you're carrying a 
bag of Swiss chocolates, is ludicrous. 
So I have no right to feel upset 
about the man in the back of the 
store. Staring meaningfully into my 
eyes, he held up my beautiful pheas- 
anc^by now the bird had become 
my pet in the same way that the 
taxi driver had become my hus¬ 
band—and drew the knife across its 
throat as slowly and lasciviously as 
one can draw a knife across a pheas¬ 
ant s throat. Then he dropped the 
bird into a trash can and watched 
me watch it flap and struggle until 
it died. 

There isn't much else to tell. The 
dead bird went next into a vat of 
hot water, where it was flumped 
back and forth until It looked like a 
dirty rag with feathers. Then it was 
whipped around in the poultry 
equivalent of the spin cycle, to 
emerge looking as innocuous as any 
plucked chicken you buy in a store. 

My taxs driver got a LOO percent 
tip. "How are you going to cook 
your bird?" he asked. "In some kind 
of wine sauce?' f lied. I knew I was 
going to throw it out the first 
chance I got. 

I spent the afternoon in a fit of 
self-loathing that was only made 
worse by the fact that every time I 
opened my briefcase I found a 
dead pheasant m it. When I put 
out birdseed now, I feel Like a 
double agent. J 
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UN-BRTnSH 

CROSSWORD 

ANSWERS 

ACROSS 


I. Tra (art backward), rhen D/, 
then no it backing away from ally. 

9, Rev. backward inside seance. 

10, CIV (104), then / and L. 

II, Y is the head of your. 

12, If you thought this clue was re¬ 
ferring to Choo Choo Coleman, the 
indifferent old Met, as a great old 
Yankee, you may have thrown this 
puzzle down in disgust. Well, this 
puzzle is not for people who jump 
to conclusions--as did the chipper 
TV interviewer who assumed any¬ 
one named Choo Choo must be col¬ 
orful to interview, and accordingly 
thrust a mike into Choo Choc’s face 
and asked, “How did you get your 
nickname?" Precious live airtime 
ticked away, till Choo Choo 
thought up a measured answer: “J 
don't know," The great old Yankee 
Lou Gehrig was called the iron 
Horse because he was durable as a 
locomotive. You don't hear much 
about locomotives anymore. If they 
were still au couranc, Sununu 
would no doubt have comman¬ 
deered one for a visit to his chiro¬ 
practor (if chiropractors were still 
au courant), and we could call him 
Choo Choo Sununu. 

17. A role model sets an example . 
Sonny my rearranged ("deranged"), 
21. A man who looks in on his 
nephew while wearing a sufficiently 
capacious shirt isn't necessarily de¬ 
praved, But we've long known that 
Senator Kennedy isn't good about 
cooperating with official inquiries 
into matters that strike close to 
home. Neither (it is worth men¬ 
tioning in October, the month of 
surprise) is President Bush. Being 
not good at that sort of thing is tra¬ 
ditional among public servants, 
which is one reason to reinvigorate 
the tradition of dressing them 
down publicly —a tradition that 
languished during the era of Rea- 
gan, who was widely perceived as 


well covered by emperor's clothes, 
24. This may seem coarse, to define 
Richard Nixon with an anal refer¬ 
ence, but we need only read an oc¬ 
casional excerpt of the tapes he 
made of himself to recall his clo- 
acality, at least. How come a man 
whose Semitophobia is a matter of 
record is an elder statesman, but a 
couple of racist remarks render 
Jimmy 'the Greek' Snyder unfit to 
talk about point spreads on TV? 

26. The German for attention is an 
example of an old-world order. 

DOWN 


4. Tennis and 0 (which is love in 
tennis) rearranged (“sloppy”) to cre¬ 
ate a synonym for strain. 

6. Call Ohio rearranged (“confused 11 ) 
plus c for cold; lush is the definition. 
17, Sun is the center of the solar 
system, UN is a global organiza¬ 
tion, and u is the leader oi universal. 
22, Pi is roughly 3-H, x is times, 
and el is Spanish for the. A pixel is 
the smallest element on a video¬ 
display-terminal screen. No doubt 
soon there will be puzzles in which 
pixels, rather than letters, are 
sportively rearranged. There will 
have to be a word for that game. 
Certain traditions die hard, How¬ 
ever, the words of politics and cor¬ 
porate business today are not juicy 
human voice products but bits of 
calculated image processed and re¬ 
processed into marketing, which 
isn't lies because it isn't speech— 
nor even as close to discourse as 
MTV is to whole real people 
singing and dancing. ) 
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Un-British Crossword 


—— The spy Frishee 

has appived in Day-mo 
yellow wim a smart mack logo. 

d genuine wham-o, i/s-gram 
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Send $8.95 per FNsbee to: 

spy mes 

5 union Syuare west 
New York. Ill 

10003 


Flense ailGw sli !o ei|ti! weeks top rielivepy. 



hy Roy Blount Jr. 

Hundreds of thousands of Albanians jump 

up and clown in the street at the sight of James Baker. Okay. 

But let us remember how long it has been since Albanians 
have seen anyone except one another. Word may just have spread, 
like wildfire, There is someone in town who is not an Albanian! Crazy 
name: Baker! It may have been only a tew political activists who 
were committed enough to add, Let ns flock to him and become pragmatic 
reactionaries , ami live like in American commercials! 

By the same token, I do not read too much into the outpouring of 
calls and letters, reaching I believe 


well into the double figures, in re¬ 
sponse to which the puzzle returns 
this month and will again from time 
ro time, imhallah . Sure, its a heart¬ 
ening endorsement ot yet another 
American institution, hut frankly, I 
don’t think the pose—CoId War 
world has found its parameters yet, 1 
look for some unexpected catalytic 
event that will make this puzzle 
look like a Sunday-school picnic* 
Will government scientists in 
Chad (egged on by Peace Corps vol¬ 
unteers) isolate the chronic-fatigue- 
syndrome virus and threaten to drop 
it on Japan unless that nation tithes 
its GNP to the advancement of 
Third World science? Will a lone 
Croat come up with a strange new 
form of money (based loosely on the 
standard Croatian motorcycle tire) 
that won't inflate, which sweeps the 
world's financial markets and 
changes all the rules? Will Poland 
save its economy hy organizing an 
international lottery, whose lucky 
winner, a recidivist Sandmista, is en¬ 
abled to buy Connecticut? Will an 
Israeli platoon liberate Cuba and in¬ 
augurate an Old and New Testament 


alliance, brokered in Miami, between 
Tel Aviv and Latin America? Will 
the Democrats nominate Yeltsin? 

One thing the world could do, of 
course, is declare bankruptcy and 
reorganize as one big corporation. 
When John Sununu got into all that 
trouble for flying and limoing here 
and there, William Safire accused 
him of "arrogant asininity'’ and "sus¬ 
tained obtuseness'“refreshingly un¬ 
corporate language, 1 must say, for 
the Times. But Sununus friend, Rep. 
Newt Gingrich, pointed out, These 
[travel] accommodations would be 
reasonable in a corporation/' It seems 
to me that Sununu was simply an¬ 
gling to be bumped up to a really 
good corporate job, first VP of 
Influenceco or something. Much bet¬ 
ter pay, and no need to expose oneself 
to the jibes and cheap-suit odors of 
commercial-airline passengers. 

A man employed by a mammoth 
corporation informed me recently 
that the U + S. government is, after 
all, a mammoth corporation, and 
the best corporate heads are men 
who don't really try to do anything 
except keep the way dear for big 
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money to gather momentum, 
which is why Reagan and Bush—as 
opposed to overreaching st rivers 
like Johnson and Carter—are effec¬ 
tive CEOs. “Oh, bullshit," I rea^ 
soned, bur somewhere within my 
sinking heart I took his point. 

One thing about USGovco that 
makes it different from other corpo¬ 
rations is that it includes a Supreme 
Court. Unfortunately, however, che 


ACROSS 

1. By long- 
standing cus¬ 
tom, art backs 
away from 
princess? No, it 
does from col¬ 
league. (13) 

9. Cutting off 
preacher, going 
back inside mys¬ 
tic session. (9) 

10. Polite, as in 
war? Of 104, 
one left. (5) 

1L In the City 
of Angels, your 
head has a layer 
of fine material 
inserted. (5) 

12, Choo-choo 
was a great old 
Yankee. (4,5) 

13 . Shudder for 
Friday s 


child. (7) 

15 . Fully in? 

Sort of 
Annul! (7) 

17 * Sonny, my 
deranged role 
model, for ex¬ 
ample. (7) 

19 , Withdraws 
supports. (5,2) 
21 , Breathes 
hard in the mid- 
die of midday, 
in Teddy 
Kennedy s 
alleged Easter- 
weekend condi¬ 
tion. (2,5,2) 

23 . Bowel, 
or:... (5) 

24 . ...intestines' 
terminal, ex¬ 
president. (5) 

25 . Lie glibly in 
such a way that 


Republicans keep coming up with 
these justices who evidently liked 
life better back before Elvis. Where 
Jo they find these prunes? 

Well, the recently released Wa¬ 
tergate tape transcripts include the 
following from then-president 
Nixon: "You remember the meet¬ 
ing we had here when I told that 
group of clowns that we had around 
here, Renchler and that group? 
What was his name?" 

To be fair, this was three months 
before Nixon nominated Rchnquist 
to the Supreme Court. If he first 
caught the president s eye while 
performing in the Oval Office with 
a troupe of clowns, then Chief Jus¬ 
tice Rehnquists 
rise has been 
even more im¬ 
pressive than 
Clarence Thom¬ 
as’s. Bur I'm 
surprised to hear 
this, as I’ve 


it can r be made 
out. (9) 

26 , Global 
alignment be¬ 
fore Bush— 
Ackung! (3,5,5) 


DOWN 

2. Roun Elvis 
in disarray, dis¬ 
gust. (9) 

3 . Bowler's 
race. (5) 

4 . Sloppy tennis, 
love, creates 
strain. (7) 

5 . Now, Ed, 
no slipping 
around—not 
in this puzzle! 

(3,4) 

6. Confused? 

Call Ohio—cold 
and lush. (9) 

7. Party up! It 


never seen a photograph of him in 
which he wasn't dour-looking. Per¬ 
haps his makeup made him look 
more comical. Or he was the one 
whom the other clowns squirted 
with seltzer and whacked with 
bladders—if so, good, except that 
the experience seems ro have left 
the man not so much humbled as 
scornful of other beleaguered peo¬ 
ple, such as women who need legal 
abortion counseling but can t pay 
for it. ‘"If / made it into a secure 
corporate slot with a good health 
plan," would seem to he his atti¬ 
tude, "then why can t others whose 
lot is degradation and abuse? ' 

How about it, Albanians? 


16 , Too hard to 

pense is mighti¬ 

crack or melt. (9) 

er than the 

17 . Center of 

sword. Big 

our system and 

Apple. (5) 

global organiza¬ 

22 . Roughly 

tion! Universal 

3*14 times the 

leader! Here he 

Spanish VDT el¬ 

is! (See 14.) (6) 

ement. (5) 

18 . Roses? I’m 

23 . Coming up 

somehow more 

tragic, almost? 

outdated. (7) 

Close, but 

19 . Fiddled with 

no. (5) 

gun, bled: 
messed up. (7) 

Am wen appear on 

20 . Smallest ex- 
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gives a lift. (5) 

8. Small miner 
had nodding ac¬ 
quaintance with 
Ms. White. (6) 

9, Neglect to tip 
a corpse. (5) 

14 , Is he on an 
Air Force jet/ 


Or behind a 
piow?/Is he 
stamp-collecting 
yet?/Where’s 

> 

(6,3) 
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Want to see a lot of really big celebrities in New York? Then 
don t go to the annual New York Women in Film celebrity 
softball game! All you 11 see there are (l) teen star turned 
poetess Ally Sheedy, Halloween-ready survivor Sylvia Miles 
(check out that form!} s (2) Don Johnson castoff Patti 
D Arbanviile, (3) feckless former first baseman Keith 
Hernandez and new-wave curiosity Joan Jett. Oh, and, of 
course, (4) little publisher manque More Zuckerman, the one in 
meticulously pressed blue jeans. 



The Party Poop Rorschach Test 

The above image makes me 
think of 

(a) a rare species of mol Lusk, 

(b) the striped sofa pillows in 
David Geffen’s Malibu home, 

(c) BMW's newest airbag 
design, half inflated, 

(d J fried food. 


Party 



Fred Hayman launched his third 
fragrance recently wirh a gold-tie 
party at his Rodeo Drive Store. 
Ancient lalapalooza Zsa Zsa Gabor 
took home a few free samples. 


Lizard Kings Some people can’t seem to keep their congucs to themselves, (I) Comedian Gilbert Gottfried brandishes 
his tongue in an attempt to fend off some kind of encounter with depressing former star James Caan. (2) At a movie 
premiere, leathery survivor Roy Scheider—once, ironically, the poor man’s James Caan—gives his wife, Brenda, an 
utterly charming earlobe massage. And finally, (3) the little tongue that couldn't: designer Geoffrey Beene. 
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You Can Tefl a Lot About a Celebrity by 
the Kind of Cake His Handler Buys Him 

(1) Jackie Mason's cake ('Just a little 
lou er. Jackie!) featured a lace-lifted 
portrait ol the recycled tummler him- 
self, (2) Madonna hagiographer Alek 
Keshishian celebrated his fifteenth 
birthday with a cake shaped like a 
movie dapper, ( 3 ) Naomi Campbells 
cake supported a Barbie-doll-size rep¬ 
resentation of the birthday girl next 
to an indistinct mound covered with 
bumps. ( 4 ) Diet-pill profiteer Nikki 
Haskells birthday cake was uncharac¬ 
teristically tasteful, adorned only by the eight hand¬ 
some and sophisticated playboys (including Neil Seda- 
ka!) surrounding it. (S) Jean and Casey Kasem’s daugh¬ 
ter, Liberty, marked turning one with a larger-than- 
life-size replica of the Statue of Liberty in sugar, flour 
and corn syrup—and lucky for us, a photographer from 
a company called Celebrity Photo just happened to be 
passing through the Kasems living room at the timed 
(fe) Bella Abzug had a relatively restrained pink hut- 
shaped cake dccorarcd with a single candle. (Note 
Shirley MacLaine having an out-of-body experience in 

the background.) (7) Liza 
Minnelli had a banana- 
themed cake. 

V 
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The Party Poop Rorschach 
Test (Continued) 

What you arc looking at is 
a closeup of Marvin Davis’s 
waistband. It you answered 
(d) fried fond, you are right. 
This may say something 
about some aspect of your 
personality. 


Mi 


Is There a Writer in the House? At a party at the Four 

Seasons given by G~ R Putnam’s Sons* (1) turtleneck- 
loving ' humorist " Joey {Guaranteed to Make You 
Laugh) Adams discussed the life of the mind with 
Bill (Childhood) Cosby and George (Wisdom of the 
90r) Burns. ( 2 ) Burns, who spent the evening being 
trundled from photo op to photo op by publicists, 
paused for a moment to discuss his prose style with 
real writer Amy Tan (right) and sort-of-real writer 
Aline, Countess of Romanones, 


Edward Furlong, the 14-year-old 
child actor in Terminator 2, 
already has the makings of a 
1990s movie star: pleated pants 
and air tic; annoyingly messy- 
looking hair; a definitively 
postpubescent black-sheathed 
date (Soled Moon Frye) with a 
New Age name reminiscent of 
both 1960s communes and 
1970s footwear; and the requisite 
seen-it-all sulkiness. 


The many moods of Canadian lead¬ 
ing man Keanu Reeves, 


Trying in vain to look 
inconspicuous, one¬ 
time movie scar Omar 
Sharif hopes he 
doesn’t run into 
anyone he knows 
while sitting in 
Bloom ingdale’s pro¬ 
moting his epony¬ 
mous new scent for 
women. 

V 


-<s> 
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Cicijstfteik up pdf month/) it j spy. To order amhu t 
SPY, 5 Vitim Square tt :, W. New York. N.Y. IQ003, 
(212} 633-6550. Alt orders must he prepaid. 

CLASSIFIED ADS: $35 per line (two-line mini¬ 
mum l 15 characters per line); S30 per line for 
two or more consecutive months, 

PERSONALS: $25 per line; $10 for spy bos. 

CLASSIFIED DISPLAY: $230 per column inch; 
$2(K) for two nr more consecutive months. 

BOOKS 

WHY DID ANN LANDERS RUB LARD 
ON HER f ; ACI2?/ hind out in Second Official 
Hand knot t>f Practhal j>.dm'. Signer, $.3.50, ;n 
hi wjk s tores tv try where. 

GET PAID FOR READING BOOKS! $100 
per book. Send name, address, to Cilco 
Publishing {Depr. C-1 S3). 500 South Broad, 
Meriden, CT 06450. 

THE ANARCHISTS COOKBOOK- Available 
again! Complete edition, $22, delivered. Barri¬ 
cade Books. Box 1401-T, Sec out us, NJ 07096. 

CORRESPONDENCE _ 

PENFR1ENDS-ENGLAND-USA Make last¬ 
ing friend ships. Send ,agc, inct-rc-srs. Idee reply. 
Harmony, Box K2295PS, Phoenix, AZ 85LP1. 

VIDEO _ 

SEX AND RELIGION Four real-life docu¬ 
mentaries by Aeon Ranen on one videocasseite. 
TELEVISION BiiJJEVERS exposes TV faith 
healer Peter Papnff. SUBURBAN SUBMIS¬ 
SION a housewife that does both PTA and 
S& M. fit IS T1J VC t w o t ee n ag e t r an s v e & 11 1 e 
pros cirri res. RELIGION IN St/lil!RRlA Jews 
talk about God, death and rhe Universe, 1.05 
minutes VHS. $19.95 & 3x50 shipping Third 
Wave Media, 85 17 Santa Monica Bhd,, Los 

Angeles. CA 90069; (213) 306-0477. 

NOVELTY _ 

TIRED OF LOOKING SO GOOD? Send 
SASE to Dr. Bukk\ P.O, Box 1461, Augusta, 
GA 30903. 

Personals 


Send all personals replies to the appropriate spy h>x 
number, 1'he SFY Building. 5 i■ mon Sqmm IFf.fr, 
Neii' York , N. Y 10003. Mail wilt be fmn. anted 
for tight weeks foilotting publication. 

i l and some., funny, New York native,. 28, seeks 
hi coastal beauty. t)NiO T tor moving and shak¬ 
ing. SPY Box 1 4, 


Muscular bur bright Mead Johnson seeks 
petite strawberry blond for Love and en re train ■ 
merit, Must be seriously into Robin Leach 

impersonations, spy Box 15 . 

R e beet a-of-S unny-H roo k harm- look j ng /Sus c i n 
Sarandon—thinking all-American gat (25- 
ish)—■smart, cute, funny, smells good -seek^, 
adult boy fur laughs and frolicking in the city. 
Interested? Please send letter and photo. SPY 
Box 12. 


Intensities & Analogies 

"V by A.R. Thurar 

►The psychological reasons tor everyday 
behaviors: Art, Drama, Love. Music, 
Reiigion, Sex Sports & many others. 

ECR Pfoss, P.O. Box 12G6. Stn. Q. Ottawa, Qnt., 
Canada Hi P 5R3, Sa + $E S'h ichq or m □ ) 


ANNOUNCEMENTS 

Hilary and Randy —Happy first anniversary! 

Get iff A t id A n IU- A PPY1IA Y ARRI AO tiMA S ' - t tR. Kit 
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ART & HUMOR TS 
CALL 800-873-6635 

tcjUA-Li a l-i.el., 1 eurrm 

FOR A FREE COPY 



CONDOMS .. $5 

T-SHiRT SI I 

T-SHIRT& CONDOMS Si6 
SWEATSHIRT SI 6 

M M 1 A I r fT, "T*»*i 

AiCnv ■ w» ■. * * u - ■ ■ Ml Si i UlMt- 
ChJ|« oftpi* e «•■■■! *ci 

STEALTH ‘ CONDOMS 
&OX 550 
TAYLOR, T* 7*574 

SEE YOU COMIKG! 


AUTHORS WANTED BY 
NEW YORK PUBLISHER 

leading subsidy book pub Jim her wki m.BnLLflrriptS 
of all types: fiction, non^irtinn, pwtry. scholarly 
and jUVunili- wrvrks, etc. Sew authors welcomed 
Send for free, dlust rated 32 -page brochure L- El 2 
VanLag# PreMJt. sl$ W 34 SL., New York. N.Y. 1 WO t 


PENISES OF THE 
ANIMAL KINGDOM 

UHlpariElve inborny chirr (21"* 13') dnKU mile rcspul-ilory 

nf iChcrjJ ruiuru:',. fntm rnjn tp *tuk. FeJltiH:* [he fi liver like 
■MWi.J.ye of L* |JCf:is, Itic cjEemiLcJ urvthri ,if ihr f.ir»ffe. amf 

tnariy tithcr pcnilohiiical odditica A Inhograph (il fin :ju jhey iuiiahlc 
uu friimitu ard displtiy, she ismicr intludc-i sn instn of deKnisivc ic^i 
C> L nmjiprnenc graphics. WhelXcr u ^id Cs an ccIl,lj: i<jfi j] ti;«tgrc5. » 
dtwratidrt frir 'inh; or pflicc. or i unique |iil'c JVmv.i dAr Aflfnwf 
X'irnfd/fjm will nijirw U'ur- of mKIJUtipfl in,: CIHOymtni '['it 

orefer : Sena + S3 tfir FAIT le SticnliTlc Ncvcfiy Co., Bok. 

(i" j D. HUxifiiifi^i^n, 3V j'.'.HIJ Fl<-.i>- jIIi iw ^fcl.5 fprdcl'icr) 


R E T I N - A 


Thp qgthenfic FDA approved wrinkle crer^e, now 
available imparled without prescription' 05?=. 
retinoic acid, 20 gram fa he, $22 pti or 7/S I 15 
Check ur money order to: Advanced Clinical, Box 
6131, Laguna Niguel, CA 92607 

-REPS & RETAILERS WANTED 



I KNOW 
MORE TH AN 



As beard on AmeWconi Poblr'c Radio . 

THE DR. SCIENCE GIFT PACK 

tfr THE MASrffl MtS INFOTAlN YQW 
Irdudfls the E-ig ESook of $taenci ^Qip-^i, Sflmplflr 
CSiStMti, MoiNir'i Dcgrea, Button, and a 100?„ 
Eotton T#e or 50/50 Swear (S/M/l/XlJ. 

w/T*e $36,95 w/Sw*uf $0 3.9 5 

THE DR. SCIENCE SMUG MUG 

B^igkr ydlow irejnytsjnr mug. On one J«de, our Mries 
majcot, on rhe oHnerr o bold "I HHOW MORE THAN 
YOU DOV $9.93 

ZADAR! 

COW FROM 
HEU! 

100% Cattan leeshirt 
5/M/L/XI 

$ 1 2.95 


IAN SHOAIES 1 PEttEECT WORLD 

A doy in ithe farttaiy Ilf# of Anr-rka\ y.uper- cynkal 
"S«r of Sn«r" IChitogo 5u-n Trmcj.j 1 A 
Viking/Penguin book 203pp $7.95 

Please send Check, Money Order, or 
Credit Card info to DUCK'S BREATH t 
P.O.BOX 22513^5 
Son Francisco, CA 94122 
or charge by phone. (415) 621 -2725 

Cei'i 1 <w wr.fe for fretf 

Ail PRICES POSTPAID 




Dr ew Friedman's 
Private Lives of Public Figures — 

a regular cartoon feature in SPY— 
now available on 100% cotton T- 
shirts: George Bush, David Byrne 
& Paul Simon, Bill Cosby, 
Michael Jackson, Donald Trump, 
$ 1S each, postage paid, catalog 
52 or free with purchase. Call 
I -800-253-0428, 9 a,m.~5 p.m. 
E.S.T, for immediate purchase or 
further information; or write 
Arquest Unlimited, P.O. Box 643 
Hillsdale, Ml 49242. 


Copyrighted material 

OCTOBER L993 SPY 95 































































Notes Toward a Nonfiction Novel 


TRANSCRIPTION of rmTb ~ ~ ~- 

D „. . WCTflPH ° NE "“«™ 021-0891 


Dear n -f +. ^u^l’0891 

>000 lltuftT 1 UtU * Met k 

«« "» ««..«. . 

"“*ed ya. Maybe next , "MUll^toi., th ' 1‘ ’? T “ r key, now g „ t 

tft« “" y ""»««=■ "Geoff r ny“"“t la C °" e ’ “°" Id ° f 

T «“ rnrgnt to rJa* •*« fnd pu £7 b « hl " d It- That 

_ Ck ay, time to record ~ Clty ' EtlI l stands Dand ^ at Ista nbul. 
Wiesenchal event thing* ?“ m «"Oir-caliber impress Ue tUne anyway 
scene: l.a., Century f ?‘ G ° tta Picture™^/®”'' The Simon 

aj-ved, my case), aw ■ Ci ' ba H r oom, black-ti plct -ure this 
MMonai Pltneas Co^ci * fr0 " th « ««« " :“'• S5 -°»<> * Plate 
“* point, th, a.„t"r a ? ?• Yeah - son of a u az ■ Center to Arnold, my 

Schwarzenegger the sh P ° lnt ’ U P on the dais t-h^ ^ he y aa Y, but that's 
Milton BerJ p 5 Shriy er girl tJ _ Qaxs ' the re' s me, at S 

. . le ~ a beautiful Wj -^senthal cennio ^ 

lght ln come these cn nr ' fferen t, rich assemhf Pl ' Ton y Da nz, 

3 flag that was ,'tJtchS ?' ion ' camp *urvi^ 8 T' **** ° ff to the 
garments, the scr aps of cl one —that was stitched t ° f ' ^ carr y ^9 
*" fuL Places—apd they h^vf * that P eo Ple wore 1 1 ° 3ether ^om 

skt-t-s £^\^uurLr- ot h “ 9 

*“■.«« S'h™ 6 " ilS °" s “i the °* 


tza. 


still 

celebrations over t h C ° Untry ' arching in all th ° PS ‘ That the V are 
Remember « th » TOnths that Vou can be * pat ^°tic 

Places and 10 a 0 o a f in f t0a “«—"<>« it was th^f^ ° f when You , 

somewhere and t *' °° people at the Man - H e da V before it--r-, 

Srs ^^au He looked t0 . the dri ^r, OzivTl^ drlvin 3 Past from' 

- i ^-mob_iDad £ ^ Dl - i , /Q r ™ e like 1 “as cuckoo, but 

kay ‘ 9°tta go. Heading nnin 9 be bind7ltt7C Staff 9oea craz 

speedboating and-dowf t0 Waiker ' E p °int for ^ lfc ' 

but S pe^ i tra - h ba3S in ^van c Jf rG J S bacbecue s (reminded load and 
people f nrrrop j_ j_ ■ * ^now i^nit^vsri * io^d up on 

days are oonn 3 uf raonth vacation 
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Swatch turns time Into 
something special, 
Swatch by day, Swatch 
by night, Swiss quality 
made affordable. Water 
and shock resistant. 

Swatch tells more 
than time,., it makes 

a statement, 


swatch 




fcMI/wJntor col loot Ion '01 
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iWrCKANEL.lNC CHANEL' EGOIST^ 


1 



To assume he is uncaring 
or aloof is to misread him. 


He walks on the positive side of that fine line separating 
arrogance from an awareness of self-worth. 




HANEL 



FOR A MAN 

































